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CHAPTER ONE
Australia Felix

The train rattled and jolied its way south from Cairns on
the narrow gauge North Queensland Railway. It was 1942
and T had, that morning, landed there from a Roval Aastralian
Air Foreceairerait. Thad left Papua with the Japanese [orces
not far behind me. I had not waited to be mtroduced.

Now, as a refogee, I was on my way to Melbourne to
rejoin my wife and three children who had gone on some
time belore. My companions in the carriage were two men,
managers of large Island stores, who had alse flown out
with me. They had homes m Australia, and so were able to
introduce me to this land ol which I knew little.

As night came on we took stock; two seats, three passen-
gers. I was used to sleeping on the floor of Papuan huts
and rest-houses, so that meant nothing to me. I turned m
on the floor, and they on the seats, and we all slept well.
Sitting up in the morning, I was greeted by hoots ol laughter.

Toovk at vour face in the mirror’, my companions
suggested.

The railway company had theughtfully provided a mirror
and 1 peered into it. The face was new to me; only my eyes
were familiar, the rest was jet black. Decades of coal-burning
locomotives had spraved scot cn to the under sides of the
seats and I had collected ir,

Ower the next few days the panorama ocutside the carriage
kept changing: sugar-cane stretching to the horizon, ocean
beaches, blue mountains, the rich pasture country of New
South Wales and Victorin, All were a fascinating intreduc-
tion to this land of great distances and infinite variety; but
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I was impatient to reach Melbourne, At last the Spirit of
Progress putfed majestically into Spencer Street Station,
and a rather bedraggled husband alighted to be grected by
a radiant wife looking like u Dior model,

I realised then how good it was to be alive, and to have a
devoted wile and family. I had practically no money; no
job; T was twed and still sulfering from the malaria which
had hit me when I was escaping from Papua. We were
among strangers and had lost our home and possessions,
but who cared? Our children were waiting {or us and
nothing else martered.

We had just crough money to take a taxi to where we
were staying, and to have a celebratory meal. We went to
sleep in peace. The next morning the mail brought a letter
from a lirm of solicitors in London containing a cheque
for £120, an unexpecied legacy from an aunt. Bless her
kind soul, I hope she knows how welcome it was,

I reported to the military for war service, but was
promptly turned down on health grounds. At that time
there were few doctors in Australia with experience of

tropical medicine. I had praciised it for seven years in
Papua, and all I needed was a brief holiday and some treat-
ment, and I would have been fit for service, but such was
the way of authority; I was sent to the south of Australia,
as far away from the tropics as it was possible to go on the
Australian mamland.

Meo,” explaimed the Colonel, ‘we won’t take you into the
army. There is a delightful little seaside place called Port
Fairy. You'll have little to do there, and you will soon
recover vour health while we will take the two Port Fairy
doctors into the army.’

I went to Port Fairy and it was a delightful place, but I
have never worked so hard. I had one dav off in two and a
half years, and it was nothing to be woken up at 11.00 p.m.
by sumeone who had been to the cinema and decided that
this was a good time to pav a medical bill. The two doctors
in the town had been in such sharp competition that they
would never say ‘No' to any patient, however unrcasonable,
in case he went Lo the other man. It was quite a shock to
many when I refused to be intimidated,

One Saturday night my wife and I had gone to the local
cimema to see Gone With The Wind and were enthralled
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as we watched this moving drama. Then Ircalised that the
usherette was trying to tell me something.

Mr ..., she said, ‘has had a hcart attack. Please go at
once,’

I rushed out, drove there and bounded up the stairs ol
the hotel where he lived, The old bov was sitting up in bed.

‘1 think P’'m going to get a cold’, he said.

I blew up. ‘Ch arc you? Well vou can jolly well keep it
until tomorrow morning’, T said and stormed out.

The next morning, fecling rather conscience stricken
that I had been hard on my ancient patient, I went across.
He beamed at me as [ entered the room,

‘I didn’t get that cold after all”, he said!

As so often happencd, the further a place was [rom the
front line the more seriously it regarded the war. Whereas
in Port Moresby lights weve only reluctantly extinguished
when cnemy bombers were almost overhead and Queens-
land towns were a blaze of lights at night, here aw raid
wardens in ‘tin hats” earnestly blew whistles and banged on
doors if the minutest chink of light was visible outside.

The practice car had the headlights obscured by a tin
cover with a small central hole. As far as the driver was
concerned he might as well have been driving without any
light. Since all signposts had been removed, maps with-
drawn from sale and the town was new to me, it was no
easy task [inding my way, especially as the practice extend-
ed out into the country forty, twenty and eight miles on
the three sides; the sea being on the fourth. Once, as I was
driving ro a country call at night, I thought 1 saw something
go past my window. I stopped the car and got out to
find myself in the middle of a herd of cows.

Evacuation plans for children had been drawn up in case
ol Japanese invasion, and one morning at breaklast our
three children presented me with their health dossier forms
which they said had to be returned to school that morning.
Feeling under pressure, I became Iiritable and my patience
{inally gave out when I came to the last paragraph: “When
did you last see a doctor and for what?’

I scribbled an answer: “This morning, for Night Starva-
tion.” (A mythical disease designed 1o sell a breaktast food.)
With a final ‘Off you go’ 1 returned to my cold breaklast
and dismissed the matter from my mind.
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A vyear or so later I was talking to the Chief Health
Othcer of Victoria, We grected each other, then he said,
*And how are vou?’

‘Fine’, I replied.

*‘And your wife?’

Very well.”

"And are the children still suffering from Night Starva-
tion?’

I'stared at him in astonishment.

*Yes,” he said, ‘yvour form went the rounds of the Health
Department.’

In those days country towns in Victoria were very insular,
Port Fairy was no exception. Many residents had never
travelled beyond its confines and there was much inter-
marriage.

In one small nearby village there were twenty-four
married women with the same unusual surname, I know,
because an account of mine went to nearly all of them
hefore it found the right one. They had intermarried for
generations until everyone was related to evervone else. |
would recommend this area as a fertile {ield for anthro-
pological research into hereditary characteristics. During
the war 1t was hoped that servicemen from this village
might marry outside girls and bring some fresh blood into
the village. Three local men did marry away {rom home, to
cousing whom they found in Queensland!

People soon got to know me in this small town. Once 1
was held up at a level crossing in the main street of Port
Fairy by a stationary locomotive and train. I prepared to
wait until unloading of the far end of the train which was
in the staticn had been completed. Not so. The driver,
happening to glance out of his window, saw me in my car.
He was not going to have the town's doctor delayed.

“Tust a mo, Doc’, he shouted to me.

Then with much hooting of the train’s siren and to the
amazement of the unloading crew the train moved back to
let me pass. :

Starting work in this new place was an anti-climax. Seven
years in primitive Papua had accustomed me to such condi-
tions as huge tropical ulcers which had eaten their way
down to the hone; abscesses containing half a litre or more
of pus; people shivering or sweating as they died from
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malignant malaria; an infinite variety of surgical problems;
and Papuang dying because ‘the sorcerer has speared me’.

Now my days were taken up with a succession of hittle
Tommys, leoking the picture of health but suflering,
according to their anxious mothers, from ‘hard coughs’;
plump little Suzy, who according to mum, ‘doesn’t eat a
thing’. Tt was hard to be sympathetic and I probably showed
it. It took time to tune in on the Australian wave length.

Nowadays the Australian ethos has overtaken Papua
New Guinea, as a recent article in a surgical journal indicates.
A New Guinea highlander, recovering from a sophisticated
modern operation, asked the surgeon for a medical certifl-
cate'to exempt him from the next tribal baitle. Also, para-
doxically, a surgeon [riend of mine being told by the doctor
he was temporarily relieving that his work would be mainly
on peptic ulcers {usually assumed to be the atfliction of
high-powered executives), was startled to hear the doctor
add as an afterthought, ‘alse arrow weunds of the heart’!

Our house was in the centre of the town. It had heen
recently built by one of the doctors and evidently some
people had their own views about its financing. One Port
Fairy resident chatting te me just outside pointed up to
the roof and said, ‘You see that chimney? That’s my
appendix!’

The medical practice was my first experience of medicine
in Australia. Most of the young men were away at the war
but the added strain this threw on the wives and old men
kept me busy. Medical examinations for entrance to the
armed forces were part of my work. One ol the sections
on the form to be filled in by all recruits was ‘Family
History?’ This of course referred to inherited famihal
defects such as asthma, diabetes, mental trouble etc. Not
everyone understood this; one mother filled in ‘Family
History?® on her son’s form as ‘Quiet living and respectable’.

There must he two doctors to constitute a medical board
and my opposite number was an elderly doctor from Warr-
nambool, Dr McKnight. Whereas I would be hurrying
throngh the multi-page form of questions and examination
findings, Dr McKnight would pursue an unburried course
with one or two examinees. Intrigued to know what
obscure questions he must be asking which required so
much time, Itip-toed up behind him after he had talked at
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fength for 2 long time with one of the examinees,

Yes,” he was saving, ‘T think this must be one of the
best scasons we have had [or the bees, with nectar every-
wherel”

This was not the only time I met Dr McKaight. I started
teaching nursing trainees, at the local hospital, in anatomy
and physiclogy, and for this required a skeleton. Hearing,
quite incorrectly as it turned out, that Dr McKnight had an
old skeleton from his student days I drove over to Warr-
nambool und asked him if he would let me have his skeleton
for teaching purposes. He looked at me with a twinkle in
his eyes but a straight [ace and said, ‘Well, I know T am
eighty years old, but Thaven’t yvet linished with my skeleton”.

Port Fairy is the hub ol quite a large dairving district
and cows became the dominant feature in my life because
the cow was mistress of my patients’ lives. Milking time
was sacred. No consultation could last long in the afterncon
because my patient had to be back in time for ‘milking". I
fearnt to respect these hard-working farmers, out before
dawin, often i mud and rain. I {ound that cows sense the
mood of thelr owners; If the farmer was cross the cows
became difficult. B was hard, alse, not to be worn down
by the monetony of the same work seven days a week.

As I came to know cows better, I had a brain wave, We
had three healthy children who drank a Tot of milk, we had
a large overgrown garden and a small paddock. Why not
keep a cow? Our farmer friends were enthusiastic. A cow
was soon selected which was sald to be a ‘geod milker’,
and the family was greatly impressed when we entered the
dalrying business. The guestion of who was to milk it was
immediately canvassed. I knew the front end of a cow
from the back but little more so I was rejected out of hand.
Freda, my wile, as the senior female, seemed the obvious
choice. With a determined look on her face and a bucket in
her hund, Freda disappeared into the cowshed after telling
us in no uncertain terms to keep out. We did, but as a long
time went by the suspense was killing us. Strange noises
were audible but whether it was the cow or Freda we
could not tell. Eventually, we all sidled in to find a very
embarrassed looking cow, an empty hucket, and a frustrat-
ed milk maid. After that Patricia, my teenage daughter,
was appointed ‘0.1/C., Cow’ and all went well, She Little
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knew that some years tater she would marry a farmer.

Freda, however, was not (o be beaten, Every year the
Port Fairy Agricultural Society held a show, and in this
predominantly dairying district the prize for the best
pound of butter was cagerly contested. One lady had
established an almost unbeatable record for the first prize
in the butter section. When the first show after our arrival
in Port Fairy came along, ¥Freda decided to enter the
butter contest. She sought the advice of the local buiter
factory rmanager and entered a pound ol butter. Who cared
if the entry came at the botiom of the list, it showed we
identified ourselves with these hard-working people. To
everyone’s amazement and the evident chagrin of the title
holder, Freda’s entry gained first prize. For the doctor’s
wife to enter the contest, and st} more to win it, became
the talk of the town. Eventually the ex-title holder could
stand it no longer. Where had this dark horse gained all
this expertise? :

How long have you been making butter?’ was her open-
ing gambit. To which Freda nonchalantly replied, ‘Oh,
about a fortnight’™

1 learnt much about cows and the people who look after
them during my vears in Port Fairy. I discovered that cows,
like people, can have their feelings hurt, feel jealous of
each other, take pride In status symbols like cow bells,
They are obstinate and single-minded. If a cow is crossing
the road in front of one’s car, one must go behind it, for
no amount of horn blowing will divert it from its progress;
unlike a horse which will alwavs shy backwards. They also
have an extra sense which we humans lack. A farmer friend
of mine had a fierce Jersey bull which he kept in a paddock
surrounded by an electric fence. After suffering a few
shocks from touching the wire, the bull had acquired a
healthy respect for the fence and would not go anywhere
near it; but if the electric current failed, the bull knew it at
once and went through the fencc as if if were string. How
did he know the current was otf? The electric unit was up
at the house a long way away; no sound from it could have
reached the bull, yet he knew immediately when the fence
was inactive.

Animals too apparently have their leisure moments and
I was later to find a kangaroo that liked television. An
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mbunt kangaroo was rescued by a friend of ows {rom the
pouch of an accidentally killed mother and brought up
as 2 household pet. As it grew older it spent most of ity
time In the nearby forest, but when the children’ hour
featuring "Skippy’, the tame kangaroo, was due it would be
called to the house. Out of the forest the big beast would
hop, and thunder down the house passage to settle con-
tentedly in front of the television sereen. When Skippy's
antics finished so did the kangaroo’™s interest m television.

Thers was another and quite dif ferent side to cows which
I {ound later on when [ had a day at the Roval Melbourne
Show. This, with ity Sydney counterpart, is the showplace
for all that is best in the pastoral industry. Among the side-
shows was a stand exhibiting the then newly-developed
milking machines. They had a stuffed ‘cow’ which was
remarkably lifelike; it moved its head and swished its wail
in a most realistic manner. Attached to its ‘udders” was one
of the new milking machines, chugging away cireulating a
milky fuid. Next to me was an elderly lady watching in
tascinated yet obvious distaste. Alter a time she poked her
wnbrella in the direction of the cow and said to the white
clad attendant, *Young man, how long does this machine
go on working?'

"All day, Madam’, was his reply.

There was a long pause followed by, “I think that is the
most cruel thing I have ever seen’!

Mud and dairying arve inseparable, especially in a wet
climate like that of Port Fairy, and maintaining a clean
milk supply was not easy. The local milk factory had a
simple but effective way of encouraging clean milking
practices among thelr suppliers. All milk delivered to the
factory was poured through a filter puper mside a funnel
into a receiver; each farmer had a fresh [iter paper and
alter use this was hung up on a board under his nameplate
where all und sundry could see just how clean he was.

Tramed veterinary surgeons were few and far between
in those days and my help was often requested in dealing
with sick animals. T made it clear that I knew little about
stock discases, but a sort of working partnership grew up
when the farmers gave me the diagnosis and I could work
out the treatment from my knowledge of human medicine,
I can still recall those secasions when 1 had to give intra-
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venous injections of calcum to cows sulfering irom hypo-
calcaemic tetany, a common condition in undernourished
cows when the milk starts flowing alter calving. Kneeling
on the ground in the rain, in 2 wind-swept paddeck in the
middle of the night, while I tried to get a needle inio the
jugular vein of arecumbent cow, by the light of a hwrricane
lamp, was a far av from the sterile cleanliness of the
hospital’s operating theatre where I would be doing surgery
the next morning! Crude, however, as it was, the results
were most gratifying. From lying on the ground twitching
and almost comatose, within minutes the animal would
struggle to its feet and start 1o graze normally.

Animals, T found, soon realise that someone is trving to
help. An illustration of this arose when I was asked to sce
a small kelpie dog which had damaged its leg in an accident.
As T walked across the room the dog growled and bared his
teeth, but the owner quietened him down and the dog let
me examine him. He had a fractured leg, so 1 went back to
the surgery and feiched some plaster of paris bandages.
This time the dog let me set the leg and put on a plaster
splint with little demur, though I could see that it hurt.
Next day when I called, the dog jumped down from the
couch, plastered leg and all, and came to meet me wagging
his tail. The owner was amazed. He had never seen the dog
greet strangers with friendliness before.

To add to veterinary and medical work I found myself
caught up in patheology. In cities and big towns medico-
legal matters are always referred to cxperts — pathologists
— and rightly so, because this is highly specialised work. -
Having seen Sir Bernard Spilsbury, the great British path-
ologist, at work I knew how limited was my knowledge.
Many times his discovery of some tiny detail in an autopsy,
something which other experts had missed, altered the
whole picture in 2 murder case. However, in the country
pathologists were almost non-existent so I had to become
involved, One day I was called to a local {actory. A crowd

of men was swrounding a figure on the ground and a
police officer was holding another man. One glance at the
man on the ground showed that he was dead.

‘What happened?’ I asked the manager.

‘This man hit him and knocked him over and he hit his
head on the kerb as you can see.”
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It seemed a clear case of manslaughter, but as [ examined
the dead man I found something unexpected. There weve
clear signs of bruising on his ¢hin and lace but where his
head had hit the kerb therve was a cut, but virtually no
bleeding, and no bruising at all.

I was asked by the coroner to carry out an autopsy and
began by taking several sections through the cut at the
hack of the head. There was no doubt about it, there was
no bruising in the skin where there shouid have been a
pool of blood. This could only mean that his heart had
stopped beating, he was in fact dead before he hit the
ground. What did 1? Certainly not the blow on the chin.
The answer came when I examined the heart, There, In
one of the coronary arteries — the blood vessels on which
the heart depends for its life — was a massive clot, This
would have caused immediate cardiac arrest, Maybe the
unwonted exercise had something to do with it, but that
could only be surmised; the verdict was ‘death {from natural
causes’, much to the relief of a very worried assailant.

Twe and a half years went by; running a double practice
had been tiring. Then, early one Saturday morning, T had a
strong conviction that we shouid take the day off and go
to Portland. This thought was quite unexpected, but I had
learnt that such thoughts could be important. I had
formed the habit several years carlier of asking God’s
guidance for the day that lay shead, before the telephone
started ringlng and the messages poured in. Often this
early preparation would make all the difference to the day;
perhaps an angry word on the previous day should be put
right, or something neglected carried out without delay.
These thoughts were written down in a notebook which I
carried and repeatediy they proved relevant when unexpect-
ed situations arose. The thought of going to Portland was
so clear, so precise, and so unexpected, that on talking it
over with Freda we both felt that it was important,

Poriland was about forty-five miles away, further along
the coast, and it seemed that the probable reason for going
there was to visit a sick Ifriend. However, when we got
there we found that our friend had left the hospital and
gone up country. We were puzzled. It seerned that there
must be more to this journey than just sightseeing so we
asked God {or further direction. Clear as a bell came the
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thought, *Call on the oldest doctor in the town and offer
to buy his pracrice’.

Netther of us knew any of the doctors in the (own nor
even how many there were. A small boy was passing,

Sonny,” I said, ‘who is the oldest doctor here?

You mean Dr Sleeman’, he said, “He lives up there)

We drove up and knocked on the door which was opened
by the doctor. We introduced ourselves and were invited
in. He ushered us into his drawing room where two of his
daughters were gitting.

Would you like a cup of tea?” he enquired. We both
accepted.

Droctor,” Isaid, Twould like to tell you my main reason
for calling; it is to ask il you would sell your practice.’

‘Good God, nol” he exploded. "There’s nothing wrong
with me, T have no thought of retiving”

‘All might’, T said and went on with the tea.

As we talked to the ladies we told them iales of Port
Fairy, our family and our cxperiences in Papua. They
seemed interested. All this time the old doctor seemed
absorbed m his tea cup and said nothing. Suddenly, at the
end, he spoke up, You know, I have been thinking about
your offer. | am over seventy and Isuppose [ shall have to
retire some dayv; perhaps this is the time, I'll think it over
and Iet you know.”

A week later 1 heard from him that he was agreeable o
my taking over. Would T please come over again and dis-
cuss the matter?

T wus still under the wartime control of the Medical Co-
ardinating Committee of the Australian Government and
had been instructed when T {irst went to Port Fairy thae if
I Ieft the towsn without consent I could be conscripted and
sent to any part of Australia. I travelled to Melbourne, saw
the chairman, Colonel Shaw, and made my regues:.

‘Colonel,” T sald, "what would be vour reaction i Ttook
over Dr Sleeman’s practice in Portland?’

He beamed at me. T would welcome it with open arms;
T have been pestered with letters from Dr . L. who wants to
be demobilised so that he may return to Povt Fakry’, he said.

A month later we retumed to Portland, bad a good look
round, lked what we saw and called on the old doctor.
Financial arrangements were reasonable and it was arranged



1z Dac, el erook

that until we found accommodation of our own we could
stay in the doctor’s house and use his surgery. We clinched
the dzal and returned to Port Fairy.

When the news of our impending departure got round
we were warmed by the way people wished us well. The
Borough Council asked us to attend a farewell dinner. It
was a sad occasion for me as 1 had grown to know and like
these people. There were many laudatory speeches, but the
one I really enjoyed came late in the evening when alcohol
had released tongues. The speech was short and to the
point: “If there’s anything wrong with you and you go to
the Doc., he cures vou, but if there’s nothing wrong he
says “Get t'hell out of here™”

Mot such a bad epitaph, I thought, but I doubt whether
my lamily approved.



CHAPTER TWO
Oldest town, newest hospital

Portland started when Edward Henty landed there in 1854,
He had sheltered in the great natural harbour of Portland
Bay in 1833 when on a voyage from Western Austrahia to
Van Dieman’s Land (Tasmania). The hinterland, he discover-
ed, wasrich in vegetation and ideal for cattle and sheep. So,
in 1834, he returned and settled there, founding the first
settlement in Victoria.? Henty prospered and the town
grew up around him, with wide streets and dignified blue-
stone buildings and churches, some of which still remain.

The width of the streets was determined by the turning
circle of the bullock teams, which were the heavy transport
of those days. They were a picturesque sight, sixteen or
more muscular bullocks yoked together. The drivers had a
rich vocabulary of swear words and a remarkable skill in
making loud cracks with their whips within an inch or two
of the ears of the builocks. When we came to the town
there was still one team left; now all have gone.

The town itsell had only a small population, about 2,500,
though spread out over quite a large area. It was a pictur-
esque place, everybody knew everybody else and we were
received with friendliness. Dr Sleeman introduced me
widely.

He was a colourful character and legends had grown up
around him. One concerned a lady who rang Sleeman in
mistake for the butcher. The conversation went along the
lines: Mrs . . . here, would you please send up two pounds
of rump steak? To her embarrassment back came the
voice of the town’s doctor. ‘Madam,” it said, ‘T have often
heen called a butcher, but I don’t deliver the meat!®

19
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Sleeman was a convivial soul who, when there were no
patients to be seen, liked to stroll down to one of the
hotels for a ‘gquick one’. He had done so one afternoon
when, in conversation round the bar, something came up
which made him decide to go to Melbourne for the week-
end. Unfortunately he forgot to remove the notice which
he had pinned to the surgery door which read "Back In ten
minutes’. As the hours went by frustrated patients added
their comments, ‘Mot at the Gordon', said the {irst. ‘Have
tried the Richmond, not there’, heiptullv added another,
and one by onec all the town'’s pubs were mentioned, His
re-appearance on Monday morning solved the mystery and
restored his reputation.

My first need was for a car, but at this time all motor
vehicles were controlled by the wartime Ministry of Trans-
port. T interviewed the appropriate official in Melbourne
and explained my need. He was courteous and explained
that there were very few cars available but that Iwould be
given second priority.

‘Who gets prefercnce?’ Tasked out of curiosity.

‘An cighteen stone doctor’, was the answer, The floor
of his Austin 7 gave way last week and he fell through.’
Not long afterwards my car arrived, an eight cylinder Buick
which had formerly belonged to the fapanese Consul. It
carried me in luxary {or many years.

I put up my brass plate and made the usual courtesy
call on the other doctor of the town, Pr Henry Maling. He
greeted me in a friendly, il non-commital way. T left hop-
ing that, though we would be in competition, we would
still work together. The opportunity camein an unexpected
wav. One of my former patients from Port Fairy asked me
to perform the hysterectomy operation which was required.

Thinking this over next morning 1 felt I should ask Dr
Maling to help. Iwasreluctant. Dr Maling, who was a skilled
surgeon, could almost certainly if he wished, find fault
“with my surgical technique. I would be operating in o
strange theatre with unknown assistants, doing a far from
easy operation. Yet to have a skilled helper would be of
great assistance. The thoughr persisted so 1 saw Dr Maling
and invited his help,

‘I huve never been asked 1o do this before,” he said, then
added, ‘but I don’t see why not.’
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The morning arrived. T entered the Portland operating
theatre, was mtroduced to the anaesthetist and nursing
staff, then the operation commenced. The early stages
of a hysterectomy are the difficult ones and all our atten-
tion was concentrated on careful work, but once the uterus
had been removed, we could relax. This was the stage of
tying off blood vessels and sewing up the various layers of
the wound and our flingers moved automatically, It
reminded me of my mother knitting. [ remember her so
well, sitting round the fwe in the evenings, listening with
one ¢ar in case the baby cried, while talking to us older
children. All the time her fingers would be moving the
knitting ncedles of the jumper she was making, apparently
automatically. So it was with us. I told him about my
years in Papua and more recently, Port Falry; he told me
about Melbourne and Portland. He had been an outstanding
athlete in his day, particularly in rowing and was still well
known in sporting circles {though he did not say so). By
the time we had {mished sewing up, packed the patient off
to bed, and enjoyed a cup of tea I was ‘Berke’ to him and
he was ‘Henry’ to me. I felt 1 had found a friend and I
think he thought the same way.

A week later he asked me to assist him at an operation,
which I did. From then on, until our practices grew to take
m other partners, we always assisted cach other with any
major surgery, thereby enabling us both to take on much
bigger surgical procedures than would have been possible
working separately. In fact, only very specialised operations
had to be sent further afield, saving patients travel and
expense. Geeasionally when there was some special [unction
in Melbourne which I wished to attend, Henry Maling
willingly took over my practice, and I did the same for
him. I'later realised how unusual this was when the Premier
of Victoria, the late John Cain snr, while visiting Portland,
was extolling to some of us the virtues of a nationalised
medical service.

‘For nstance,’ he said to me, ‘if you and Dr Maling were
In a nationslised service you could take week-ends off and
each look alter the other’s praciice.”

Mr Premier,” Ereplied, ‘we do so already.’

The Portland Hospital, where [ was to do much of my
work, was a completely obselete building. Erccted in 1847
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when Portland was a small commmunity it had long outgrown
its usefulness. The roof timbers were so rotien that no
tradesman would repair the leaking roots and bed patients
had to put up umbrellas in rainy weather. The drinking
water, unbeknown to the stafl, was found to come from a
well into which flowed the vard sweepings. Corridors weve
so narrow that trolleys would not go round corners, and
no one could follow how the plumbing worked.

The hlame for this state of aflairs rested, in my view, on
the lethargy of successive boards of management which
included no one with medical experience. I canvassed to
get Dr Maling on the board, and the following vear he
supported my election. Then we set to work to plan fora
new hospital. As a first step we collected the doctors,
matron, midwifery sister and the theatre sister and put it
to themn: ‘Supposing now that we were planning this hospt-
tal and money was no object; all that mattered was efficien-
¢y, what would vou like in your respective departments?’

Suggestions began to flow in; simple reforms first, then
more lmagmative ones. Someone suggested oxygen piped
to every bed instead of having to trundle heavy cylinders,
piped suction in the wards, piped gases to the operating
theatre, 2 dayroom for patients, {ull length windows in all
wards, steam heating and sterilisation: ideas came fast,
everyone trotting out their pet thoughts. No one, of course,
thought that these things would ever come about, but it
was pleasant to dream of Utopia.

All the various suggestions were written down and later
classified under headings. It began to look quite an impress-
ive list.

At the next board meeting we presented this report. It
was adopted and submitted to the Hospitals and Charities
Commission, which in turn approved it with minor amend-
ments; and the firm of Leighton Irwin & Co. was appointed
architects. They drew up an imaginative and highly func-
tional plan and construction commenced. In this post-war
era both materials and labour were in short supply and the
work dragged on for nearly four vears. Then one dav 1
noticed that the foreman painter seemed to be worried
about the forthcoming visit of the head ol the firm, Mr
Trwin, whom we had not seen up to this thme.

“‘What’s the trouble?’ 1 asked.
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Governor of Victorig laving Foundation Stone of new Portland and
District Hospital, Dr Henry Maling, President, next Governor,

Fort af Portlang Autharit,
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New Portiand and District Hospital
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You have no idea’, was his reply. ‘T was working on the
Canberra Hospital building project when he came down 1o
choose the colour scheme. When he wished o choose u
colour he msisted on a whole wall being painted for his
inspection. Well, T pamnted the wall, He stood bhack and
looked at it "No,” he said, “too dark, Highten it up a bie.”

‘So, I lightened it up, then he decided it needed a touch
of green, so we put that in. This went on until T had
painted that bloody wall twenty-three times, T was nearly
tearing my hair out, Then I had an idea. “Mr Irwin,” |
said, “you've been working hard, how about a game of
goll? The Canberra course is lovely ut this vime of year.”
He hummed and hawed, then said, “Not a bad idea, a
round of goll would do me good.””

‘A few hours later he retwrned and T had another wall
ready for him. He stood back and locked at i, “Ahhh,”
he said with satisfaction, “that’s what T wanted.”

“Then like a {ool Tput my foot in my stupid mouth and
satd, “Mr Irwin, that’s the colour T first put on for you™.”

e looked again and said, “You may be right”, and we
started all over again.’

Mr Trwin did come down, and contrary to our fears
proved amenable, and quickly agreed on a colour scheme
which was a welcome break from the traditional cream and
green.

The new hospltal was {inally finished and we moved in
without waiting for formalities. The old onewas immediatly
puiled downs but the materials were not wasted; the squared
Bluestone was used to construct part of the war memorial
at Camperdown and extensions to 5t Stephen’s Church,
Portland.

I was keen to see beautiful gardens around the building
and we needed plenty of water points, There were a num-
ber of plumbers in Portland who were united in only two
things; firsily, one could ravely get them to do a job, and
sceondly, when they did do ome, thelr charges were
enormous. I contacted every plumber in turn and said,
‘Next Saturday morning we plan to have & working bee at
the hospital. While everyone Is working would vou like 1o
Joln the other plumbers in laying water piping throughout
the grounds without charge?” At 8.00 a.m., on the following
Saturday cvery plumber in the town was there and by
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11.00 a.m. the job was done. A large volunteer force turned
up that afternoon and by cvening all the grounds had been
landscaped.

In due course, when the gardens were at their best and
the building mmaculate, the Governor of Vicioria con-
sented to open the hospital. All we needed now was a
flagstaff to hoist the Australian flag in honour of His
Excellency.

One of the timber firms made a fine pole of impressive
size and presented it to the hospital; the problem was where
to pur it. Unfortunately no two members of the board
could agree, so it was resolved to refer the matter to the
architects. Time was running out when eventually the letter
arrived saying that such and such was the ideal site. We all
trooped out and the engineer measured it out;then we all
stood back and locked at cach other; the spot chosen was
exactly over a large drainage manhole!

While the hospital was being rebuilt Freda and I were
looking for a home. Houses for sale in the town all required
black market transactions, which we refused, so we drifted
from one set of rented rooms to another; seven times in eight-
cen months. Then we were offered, at the legal price, an old
poultry farm some distance outside the town on the
cemetery road (‘very appropriate’ my friends used to
declaim). The weatherboard house was in poor condition
and it took years of interesting work to turn it inte a com-
fortable and spacious home. Unpromising as it looked at
the time, we could not, in retrospect, have made a better
choice. Today that house stands in the middle of a thriv-
ing residential area.

Almost immediately after we had entered into occupa-
tion 1 was approached by one of the house agents who
wanted to know il T would lease one of the pouliry sheds.

‘What do you want it [or?" I asked him.

Well, you know, Doc, holiday makers will pay anything
for a place to stay.”

‘But it’s 2 hen run’, ITreplied.

‘Oh, you don’t need to worry about that, it will bring
you in & few bob and cost you nothing’, he replied.

I could see myself as Medical Officer of Health condemn-
ing my own lhen run as unfit for human habitation so I
declined his offer.
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Qur children alsy settled in happily at the local high
school which had an outstanding beadmastier, but with his
departure conditions deteriovated and we sent Patricia to
Methedist Ladies College, Melbourne, and Michaeland John
Dermot to Geelong Grammar School. A generation later
two grandsons were to [ollow the boys at the same school.

1 have mentioned my appointment as Medical Officer
of Health [{or the Borough of Portland. This was not an
anercus job, We were fortunate m having a good Health
Inspector who did all of the dav-to-day work of inspecting
[ood shops, hotels, eating houses, and other places covered
by the Health Act. He would only report to me during the
month if he needed my advice or backing in some health
problem, such as on one occasion when we decided to
prosecute the Mayor of the Borough. The Mavor was a
butcher. One duy the Health Inspector and T decided o do
4 lightning nspection of all the butchers’ shops and un-
fortunately for him, the Mayor’s shop had meat with an
excessive amount of preservative in B, so he was prosecut-
ed and fined. It was ‘a fair cop” and he did not hold i1
against me.

Massimmunisation of children against common infectious
diseases was part of the work of the MOH und immunising
sessions were held everv month, and were well artended.
Mothers would line up currying their babies ar the town
hall sessions. In would go the needle, there might be a sur-
prised velp, usually nothing. In an how or so our team of
Health Ingpector, Infant Weltare Sister and mysell had
created perhaps a hundred babies.

Immunisation at the schools was another matter; usually
severg] hundred children, sometimes close 1o one thousand
had te be mjected. Also the children watched every move
the team made. I used to sterilise the needles in boiling
wiater (later we used disposable needles). One small boy
watching this as he approached in the line was heard 1o say
to the bov next to him, *Gee, he's squirting in red-hot water’

The best method with children was 10 keep them on the
move, A long channel was [ormed with desks and chairs
usually going round a bend, Down this, hke a cattle race,
the children would be impelled forward, One person would
snatch the consent form from the bov’s hand, another
swabbed his arm with antiseptic, 1 gave the injection. The
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only thing they had time to notice was the bow! of sweets
waiting for them at the end. We once reached a speed of
four hundred injeciions per hour. Most of the children
hardly realised what had happened.

On one of these occasions I was about to inject the
ncedle when I noticed a tiny puncture mark on the boy’s
arm, He was the son of the local dentist.

‘John,” I'said, ‘have vou had an injection alreadv?’

‘Oh yes,” hereplied brightly, ‘but I wanted another lolly.’

There was always the occasional child who would panic.
In this case it was important to make straight for this child
and get the injection over before he or she started alarm-
ing others. Once I was injecting the older children when a
girl of about fourteen came round the corner ut the far
end of the queue. As soon as she saw the syringe in my
hand she started to scream; within seconds all the stafif in
the room converged on her. Some comforting, others
steadying her until the injection was over. A teacher led
her sobhing from the room.

I was surprised when, a few months later, the same girl
walked into my surgery and produced a couple of ear-rings.
‘Would you put these in my ears, please?’

“You realise that I will have to use a needle in each ear?’

‘Oh yes,” she replied matter of factly, ‘that will be quite
all right.’

She sat down. 1injected a local anaesthetic inte each ear
lobe and then pushed a large-bore needle through the ear,
Threading one end of the earring into the needie I withdrew
it aid the earring. The procedure wasrepeated onthe other
side without a murmur. She thanked me and went out. [
wus amazed, 1 had seen this girl at tmmunisation sessions
several times; each time she had panicked. Now, fashion
had decreed carrings and she was cool and calm.

Fashion has many worshippers. One voung working
woman consulted me one day. She lived in a rather poor
and neglected house nearby and looked not too well fed.
Her complsint was itching and discomfort in her {eet. It
was a typical tinea infection. I wrote out a prescription for
the rash and told her that as her shoes were almost certainly
infected she should sterilise them.

‘Have you got a spare pair which you could wear while
these are heing treated?’ [ asked her.



i~
%]

Oldest town, newest hospital

‘T have seventeen pairs’, was her answer.

‘Seventeen pairs’, 1 echoed in surprise. “What on carth
do you want seventeen pairs for?’

‘Oh,’ she said brightly, ‘T have one for each party dress.’



CHAPTER THREE
All at sea

In 1945 the Second World War ended and men {rom the
armed services started to return to civilian life. Many found
it hard o sertle down after the cxcitement and discipline
of the services. Later came the ex-prisoners of war, mosthy
survivors of the Australian ninth division, from Japapese
camps, Changi, and the mfamous Burma-Blam railway,
many of them maimed in body and mind.

I added my might to the general confusion via the
medium of & mosqguito. One day I chanced o see on the
wall of my room at Portland an anopheles mosquito. This
is not the ordinary culex variety, which is a nuisance but
not harmfal, but the true malarial carrving or potentially
carrymg mosquito. Since there were many ex-servicemen
in the district with malarial parasites n their blood it was
not hard to imagine that il one of these insecrs bit sucha
person it could pass the infection on to other unprotected
local people. Iimmediately informed the Victorian Depart-
ment of Health of my findings.

T got back a curt letter stating that T had been mistaken,
there were no anopheles mosquitoes in southern Victoria
I had been seven vears in New Guinea where I was more
than familiar with malavial mosguitoes and their head-first-
diving stance so therc was no doubt in my mind about the
existence of these insects in Portland. T caught one and
forwarded it in a tube 1o Melbouwrne. 1 rather think this
shook the Department because 1 got back a much more
conciliatory letter admitting that I had been correct but
assuring me that there was no cause for alarm as anopheles

24
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mosquitoes in these cold climates did not carvy malaria.
This was manilestly absurd because the Pontine Marshes in
Rome and the Fen country in England had spread malaria
tor centuries and both were in a higher Lititude than Port-
land. So this time 1 informed the Department that I
mtended Lo carry out research and allow a local mosquito
tor bite u paticnt with malaria and later dissect its stomach
to asceriain il the malarial parasite was breeding there.
Immediately T got back an agonised telegram from the
Chiet’ Health Oftficer imploring me to do no such thing.
Officialdom, Like the ostrich, has a pardality lor sobving
unptleasant problems by burying its head in the sand. 1 zot
round the problem by publicity In the press, asking all ex-
servicemen o sleep under mosquito nets and have full
anti-malarial treatment, Whether the Chiel Medical Officer
or L was correct, I do not know, bur we had no local spread
of malaria,

I had wmuch better relations with the Commonwealth
Government. Not long after I took over the practice T was
interviewed by the Commonwealth Depury-Director of
Health, the senior Commonwealth Government Health
Oflicer n Victoria. As a result | was appointed Quarantine
Otfficer at Portland. As was impressed on me, gquarantine --
the isolation imposed on persons or animals that have
arrived from outside carrving infectious disease — is a lile
and death matter for Australia. Due to its geographical
isolation, the country has remained free from many human
and stock diseases, such as rsbies and foot-and-mouth
discase, which have caused mcalculable damage 1o other
countries. The Quarantine Oflicer’s duty was to board
every ship malking Portland its fst Australian port of
entry and check for human, plant and animal quarantinable
disease.

Usually this was a straightforward matter bul & had s
embarvassing moments as when, acling on nstructions
from Melbourne, I had to forbid a United Stutes Navy ice-
breaker o give a dinnwer ashore, The Captain who officially
represented the US Government was proposing to ase ship’s
frozen chicken and ham which might have carried New-
castle Towl disease.

One ot the first ships I had to examine was a Japanese
cargo ship with an il sailor on board. Examination showed
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a critically il voung man with intestinal obstruction. Owing
to the lapse of time since onset 4t sea the bowel had
become gungrenous. Any attempt to vemove the decaved
part and rejoin the ends would have been fatal. The only
possible procedure was the Paul-Mickulicz operation, In
this u loop of bowel containing the gangrenous part is
brought out ol the abdomen, after which the abdominal
wall and its inner lining are closed around the healthy ends
of the bowel; a dvam tube is then nserted in the bowel. In
a lew hours the gangrenous intestine becomes sealed off
from the interior by the skin and lining sticking to it A
few days later it is safe to remove the votten bowel and
Join the two hmith‘} ends of the k)up together. Mean-
‘while the patient is fed through his veins.

This was done, but in the meanwhile the rotting bowel
was covered aver by dressings and bzmdagm

Australions had strong views about Japan at this time,
The atrocities of ithe Burma-Siam railway and Changt gaol
were still [resh i evervbody’s mind, The ship from which
the young sallor landed was actually the first Japanese ship
to visit Ausiralia since the war, Belore leaving Japan the
crew had been warned for their own salety not to leave the
ship and to keep well away from Australians. So this
voung lad, speaking no English, without {riends or country-
men, was {rightened before ever entering hospital, When
the first Ch(.angc of dressing was done and he saw what swas
under the bandage he was more than frightened, he was
terrified. T could see it staring out of his cyes, perhaps he
thought we were killing him by some form of hara-kirl,
There was a danger that he would give up hope and die;
semehow we had to find a way ol communicating with
him. Then I thought, “Try the cx-prisoners of war’, so the
wotd was passed around.

Knowing what these men had suffered ar the hands of
the Japanese I wag amazed and moved at the response;
every one ol them volunteered freely to act as interpreter.
Unfortunately most of them were uscless for our purposes
as their vocabulary was too limired, then one turned up, a
Melbourne plumber, who was one of the survivors of the
Burma-Siam railway force. He was quite fluent. I saw the
paiient’s eyes light up as he heard his own language and
immediately he poured out a flood of Japanese in reply.
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A soon as the ex-prisoner heard it he fainted; a repeat
trial unlorronotely had the same effect and it became
obvicus that the memories brought back by the Jopunese
language were oo much for him. We were m a quandary.
Then an Lnglish lady Iiving in Portland heard ol our
trouble. She had been educated in Tokye, was later interned
during the war, and lost a baby sen while in the camp. She
might well have been bitter, bul instead she became our
interpreter, brought flowers from her garden and caved lor
him. With adequate explanation the lad starred to regain
hope, and the whole situation changed. While the wound
was healing the lad became a favourite with evervone, The
nurses learnt a few words of Japanese and he some English
so that strange sounds {rom both sides and peals of laughter
became a regular feature of the ward. Evenrually the time
came for him to be discharged and we told him of our
mteniions via the interpreter. The latter tuwrned to me and
said, e wants to know how he is going to go home now
that his ship has gone’.

‘No problem,” T said, ‘we'll send him home by air.” She
translated this to him, but instead of pleasure I saw a look
of complete mystification come over his face.

‘Are vou sure you have that right?" I asked.

T think so’, she rephed.

‘Well it is not what be understands.’

A search through a dictionary followed and the mvstery
was explained. She had told him he was going home on an
earthquake. He did go home and we had grateful letters
from his mother, himsell, and the Japanese government.
The people who deserved gratitude, in my view, were those
who had suffered greatly under the Japanese vet were
willing to forgive and readv to help.

One day 1 receved a telegram from Adelaide stating that
the cargo ship James f. McGuire was making for Portland
with a sick saldor on board, With the Harbour-master
accompanying me we intercepted the ship about seven
miles cut to sea. She was a medium sized tramp ship fly-
ing the ‘Require Medical Aid’ flag, not the vellow QY
(guarantine} flag. We boarded her and I found a man suffer-
ing {rom typhoid fever and took him ashore. Concerned
with getting the i man Into hospital as soon as possible
I made the elementary mistake ol not asking the Master
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the name ol his last port ol call. The ship proceeded on
her way to Melbourne. The next day I got a peremptory
telephone call from the Deputy Director of Health asking
for an explanation of how it was that I had let an overseas
ship make an entrv mto Australian waters without going
through a guarantine examination; indeed I had committed
a grave olfence in landing a sick man under these circum-
stances. § was astounded, neither I nor the Harbour-master
had any idea that this was the first port of call for this
overseas vessel. I explained about the Adelaide dateline
and the fact that she was not flying the ‘@ flag nor had
the Master mentioned that e was making an entry into
Australian waters. The Duwector accepted my cxplanation
but Tlearnt a lesson in probing deeper where overseas ships
were concerned.

The James J. McGuire stuck in my mind over this unfor-
tunate incident and in 1951 I heurd of it again when the
ship berthed at Portland. At that time the sole whart was
open to the bav. While the ship was unloading at this
whatf, the wind swung round to the south-east, the exposed
direction, and big rollers started to come in. The pilot,
who was at the ather end of the town, hwrried down to the
ship and was about to take her out from the wharl when a
huge wave lifted the ship and dumped her on the sea
bottom. She hit heavily, damaging the rudder and stern
plates. Tugs had to be summoned from Melbourne and she
was towed to Sydney where it was found that the repair
could not be carried out there so she had to be towed to
Hong Kong. Meanwhile, an enterprising journalist dug out
some more facts shout the fames j. McGuire. It was this
ship which was responsible for the loss of the Jervis Bay
during the Second World War. She was in a convoy crossing
the Atiantic when, for some reason or other, she wandered
away from the convoy and was sighted by the German
heavy cruiser, Admiral Scheer. The raider, realising that
there must be a convoy near at hand, ignored the femes J.
MeGuire and searched in the direction {yom which she had
come, eventually locating the convoy. The convoy’s escort
on the side nearest to the raider was Jervis Bay, a former
Australian coastal passenger vessel converted inio a bghly
armed auxiliary cruiser. Captain Fegan, the ship’s com-
mander, knew very well that his ship stood no chance at all
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against onc of the world’s mightiest warships but he never
“hesitated, and travelling at fall speed, interpesed his ship
between the German ship and the convoy. The convoy
scatiered while ferois Bay took the [ull weight of the
cruiser’s gunire. In spite of skillul evasive tuctics Fegan's
ship was blown to picces. He himsell was posthumously
awarded the Victoria Gross, but hisatrack saved the convoy
which had time 1o escape. James J. McGuire, the cause of
the incident, escaped without damage.

After her accident at Porthind femes §. MoGuire was
1‘6;‘;@{1‘6{1 but continued her carcer by collisions at both Lae
in New Guinea and Hobart, Tasmoania. By now 1t was widely
rumoured that she “had a jinx” and seamen refused to man
her. Eventually she was bought by Esso, cut in two and a
new scetion added. Sbe now salls under a4 new name.

All thisis departing from quarantine procedures. In those
duvs Portland’s lack of 2 sheltered hurbour meant that
ships had to be examined {ar out in the bay. The Harbour-
master and T woeuld wasel out by lsunch and board the
ship by climbing up 4 rope Tudder. This is not an easy thing
to climb, especially in a heavy swelll It consists of two
vertical ropes between which are lashed Hat woueden steps.
The ladder is attuched to the ship’s rail, twenty or thuty
fect above and sways with the ship and the wind, When the
launch comes alongside the method of boarding is 1o stand
on the side of the hunch and ss 1 rises, steady onesell
until the crest of the wave is reached, then jump and caich
the Jadder and climb immediately, Once when I was doing
this mv fout slipped on one of the wet rungs and T was left
hanging on the rope with my feet danghing: the launch rose
on the next wave and jammed my leg between 1ts side and
the ship. I thought for a moment that my leg was broken,
but it was not; I got off with extensive bruising. One shipp-
ing agent was not 3o lucky, his fractured leg took months
to heal.

On climbing the ladder, one is always greeted by 4 senior
oflicer and taken to the Captain’s cabin, Here one would
complete the paper work while the ship’s crew are musier-
ing on deck for examination. Quarantine regulations speci-
fied at thut time that this had o be done in davlight so i
was usually done on the boat deck. Unfortunately, in some
ships there are feuds between the deck offlicers and the
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engmeers and neither will appear for examination watil
those of the other branch have finished. This is an annoy-
ing husiness because of the unnecessary delay 1t causes, It
had happened to me several times and 1 was determined
that it should stop.

One bleak winiry morning just alter dawn I was Inspect-
ing an oil tanker out m Portland Bay. The navigating officers
and crew huad reported smarily and been examined but
there was no sign of the engineers. Out on the open boat
deck it was really cold, T fele 1t huddled in an overcoat
with jumpers underneath. I waited and waiied, then far
down at the stern end of the ship 2 man emerged ftom the
engineers’ guarters. [t was the first engmeer of the tanker.
With leisurely steps he strolled along the catwalk which
runs fore and aft and gquite obviously demonstrated how
independent he was. When he reached me I looked him up
and down silently.

Tuke off your couat’, I said quietly. He took it off.

Take olf your jumper’, I repeated.

‘Huve a heart, Doc,” he said, ‘it’s cold.”

“Take it off’, I roared. And so I stripped him down
until he was stark naked. He got gradually more and more
blue as T examined him minutely. While all this was going
on heads were peering ihrough portholes. When I had
finished, the message had reached the engineers; like shot
out of a cannon they emerged and came pelting up the cat-
walk ready for examination. Not a word was said, but the
Captain purred like 2 cat which had been at the cream. 1
rather suspect that the word must have circulated on the
seanen’s grapevine for I never again had this sort ol delay
m all the years I served at Portland.

In later vears I had the choice ol several smart tugs
belonging to the Portland Harbor Trust to take me out
to ships; but In the early days, during and immediately
atter the war, my steed was an ancient converted rowing
boat with a single cylinder Kelvin cngine. This was chartered
rom one of the local lishermen and we would poppop our
way out to ships at a crawl. When we reached the ship my
fisherman pilot’s ammosity to big ships would invariably
take over. I used to sit back in admiration as a verbal duel
would take place between two scasoned seamen.

*Give us a l2e, carni ver’, my pilot would voar at the
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bridge of the ship. A startled Captain would seize his mega-
phone and back {rem Olympian heights a2 voie would
boom out, ‘What the hell do vou think Um doing?’

Not to be outdone, my guide would roar back a remark
about ruddy great barges and useless seamen, so the battle
would be joined. T would usually be the meat in the sand-
wich and would have to pacily an irate Captain when I
climbed shoard, but it always enbivened the day for me.

On one occasion T had « ship to examine and decided to
start early as it was going to be a busy day. Out in the
launch we went while the ship came towards us in Lhe
semi-darkness just before dawn, We were ubout seven miles
out and as we drew near I expected her o stop; on the
contrary she kept coming at full speed, we bad to move
smartly to get out of her wav, As we slid past her quarter
I could heurshouts and the ringing of the engine-roons tele-
graph. A great column of water shot up from the ship’s
propellors as she went full astern. She pulied up zbout half
a mile inshore from us. As we twned and came towards
the ship I noticed something rotating at the top of her
foremast. I had not seen this before and idly wondered
what it was. The Captain was most apologetic, ‘I nevey
saw vou until vou were alongside us’, he said.

Alter the formaliies were complete and we had had o
drink he asked me if [ had seen radar,

‘What’s that?" I replied.

It’s a marvellous new mvention’, he said, demonstrating
the radar screen on the bridge.

You see that thing revolving on the masthead? That will
pick up and show on this screen a cork floating in the
water five miles away.)’

I forebore to point out that he had missed a whole launch
at one hundred vurds! Contrarv to what one would expect
it 1 a fact that there have been more collisions at sca since
radar came in than before its invention. Perhaps the most
notorious was the collision some vears ago between the
Italian liner Andree Doria and the Swedish Stockholm off
the Nantucket fight. Prior to the collision, which sank the
liner with considerable loss of life, the two ships had
watched each other’s approach on their radar screens {ox
over twenty minutes,

Gerting on to a ship by a rope ladder was one thing, but
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getting a patient off was another. Sometimes we had to use
the Neil-Robertson stretcher. This stretrher was designed
For ¢BIT rescue work but it proved mvaluable, I consisted
aof a heavy canvas blanket in which were incorporated
several split bamboo laths running longitudinally to
stiffen it. The patient I placed on this and the sides are
wrapped round him and laced together. The ship’s crane
15 rased and a rope from it is attached to a steel ving at the
top of the stretcher, ancther rope s attached to the
bottom. The crane then Ilifts the palient vertically and
swings him owtboard while the lower vope is thrown to the
faunch below, The crane then gentdy lowers while the
strefcher 15 guided by the launch crew antil it reaches the
deck of the launch. It is, perhups, not an experience for
faint hearts, but much safer than lowering an ordinary
strercher. We oflten used it in rough weather,

There was once an occasion when even the Neil-Robertson
stretcher would not suifice 1o Iand 2 patient. A telegram
arrived one afternoon tosay that the coastal liner Duntroon
was making at Full speed lor Portland with a very sick man
on bouard. It counld not have come In worse weather. A
south-cast gale had been blowing for davs and huge seas
were rolling in. Clearly the patient must be very sick or else
the Captain would have kept huin on board until he reached
Melbowmne. The Harbour-master, Ambulance Officer and 1
set off when Duntroon hove in sight. Within minuies we
were soaked as huge seas broke right f}%r'::;’ the launch which
was tossed about hke a pingpong balll The Captain of
Duntroon gave us every assistance; he bf{.mg%iz his ship in
a8 close Lo shore as he dared to do in the hope of getting
some protection from the land but the zcas were so great
that there was no hope of getting aboard. T spoke 1o the
Muaster from the launch and he told us that he thought the
putient, his Chiel Otlicer, had a perforated stomach uleer.
Iwasina qu:xz";{i&w* I could not get on board, and even if
I had succeeded in doing so, I could sce no way of gefting
the patieat ofl. The Neil-Roberison stretcher, which we
usually used in rough weather would have been gravely
injuricus 1o a patient with a perforated uleer. The Caplain

solved the problem by putting the Chiel Oflicer on a
stretcher, lashed to the seats of one of the ship’s lilebouts,
Then they lowered the fully-manned lifeboat slowly; we
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stood well clear but my heart was in my mowth s the boat
reached the water. Their timing was perfect. As a wave
towered up they released the lalls and rowed clear, It was a
much eusier job to runsler him to the launch and get him
ashorve. At operation we found a quarter-inch perforation
n the floor of 2 duodenal wlcer which I closed. He made
an uneventiul recovery,

Not all marine hazards are in deep water as one voung
man found cut. He had had an enjovable afternoon skin
diving off the wharves at Portland when he decided 1o take
a rest on the sea bottom. Unfortunately a local hypodermic
needle factory had decided to dump their reject needles
in this supposcdly safe place. The diver™s rise to the surface
was meteoric and startled spectators were treated to the
sight ol a human porcupine with stamless steel spines
emerging from the water, He himsell was unsure what had
happened to his seat but had not waited to {nd out,



CHAPTER FOUR
Justice must be seen to be done

Portland used 1o be regarded as a political ‘swinging” scat
so 1t came in for an unusual amount of sttention from the
politicrns. One of these, Bob Holt, Labour MLA and later
Victorian Minster for Lands, was @ personal friend. Bob
was a lawyer and had one remarkable charvacteristic — he
could take a simple topic and render it so complicated that
aone of his hearers could follow him — sometimes Twon-
dered if he could follow it himself. In spite of this or
hecause of i, he was a hard worker and a devotee of
poelitical meetings, usually lateat night, One day he alarmed
me by refating how on two occasions he had gone 1o sleep
while driving home, Advising that he should shorten his
meetings had no effect so I gave him some amphetamine
tablets and 1old him to take one before driving home at
night. After the next meeting he remembered the tablels
i his pockei but could net recall the dose, 5o to be swre
he took four!

It was a fine clear night and the engine hummed smooth-
Iy as he drove home. Feeling very wide awake he reacted
quickly when right shead of him a decp pit in the road
showed up in his headlights. He managed to stop and got out
only to find u normal road. From there his trip became a
nightmare ol hallucimations. He reached home in salery
but was rather suspicious ol my prescoriptions from then on.

Beb Helt, und his counterpart in the Legislative Council,
Hugh Macleod, had the interests of Portland very much at
heart and joined with leaders of the local community in
the early moves to create a deep sea port at Portland, badly
needed to decentralise the overcrowded port of Melbourne.

a8
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Construction started and soon a massive breakwater and
wharves began to take shape. Then a dilliculty arose. The
only [easible rail route to the port would run just inside
the boundary ol a public rescrve but the approprate
Government authority refused sanction. An impasse was
reached until the Minister agreed to inspect the site. Some
politicians are said to ‘sit on the lence with one car to the
ground’ and this was the case now; the Minister was obvious-
Iy nervous about public criticism of alienating public land,
The Portland Havbow Trust Commissioners were prepared
for this so they suggested that they be allowed o start
work on the rallway on the understanding that, if the
Minister received criticism, they would immediately stop
work until the position was clarified. The Minister agreed
to this and left Tor Melbourne.

Unknown to him, probably the largest collection of
earthmoving cquipment in southern Australia had been
assembled round the corner, our of sight. Five minutes
alter the Minister had gone the sgnal way given, Working
through the night the machines dumped and levelled soil.
By the time the Minister reached his olfice next morning
the job had been complered. There was no public criticism,

The vutstanding success of the harbour project was
largely due to two men, Mr Keith Anderson, CBE, MC and
Mr E.P.C. Hughes, CBE. Keith Anderson was appointed
the first chairman of the Portland Harbor Trust and it
was almost entirely due to him that {inance for the project
was raised.” Pat Hughes was a brilliant engineer and admin-
istrator and under his leadership Portland became the first
scientifically designed port in Australia and by far the
most economical in cost.

To provide stone for the breakwaters and wharves a
quarry was opened up at Cape Grant and I, together with
other doctors, came into the picture because accidents
started to take place in spite of all safety precautions. One
accident which did not concern me, however, wus thar of a
bulldozer driver pushing the overburden above the needed
limesione into the sea. Working at the edge of the chif his
bulldozer went too far and started to slide; he hastily
scrambled free while the muchine plunged into deep water
at the oot of the cliff. His accident report was a classic:
‘When the bulldozer was half way down the cliff T thought
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it was time to dismouni and summon help!”

The first major accident to involve me was that of another
bulldozer driver working in the quarry. When an earth and
rock fall descended on him it caused a compound fracture of
the skull, a ruptured kidney, and uther injuries. His first
few days in hospital were stormy ones but he gradually
started to recover and eventually was discharged. From
then on he used to visit me In my surgery so that I could
assess progress; but this was very stow. Tused to leel sorry
for the poor fellow as he came through the door, sometimes
stumbling and inco-ordinate in his movements, but always
looking the picture of dejection. He had ditliculty in ex-
pressing his feelings in words and I could see there was a
change in his personality. Years passed before his action
{or damages came up in court; then [ received the usual
subpoena summoning me to appear to give evidence, with
its warning: ‘Herein fail not at your penl’. After an hour’s
drive I reached the court house; Mr X wus shambling about
outside looking his usual miserable sell. I hoped the jury
would give him justice, 1 could see little future for him,
Then counsel for the defendent {an Insurance company)
fell on me and attempied to demolish my views on bull-
dozer driving. [ stuck to my point, going into the mechan-
ism by which the two tracks of a bulldozer have to be
handled separately for steering and at the same time the
blade had to be raised and lowered, It was out of the ques-
tion, in my view, [or Mr X to handle this type of machine
again. Eventually counsel gave up and tried another tack:
*All right, doctor, if he can’t drive a bulldozer he can at
least do carpentrv?®’

Recollection of a conversation with Mr X some twelve
maonths previously came to my aid, ‘T remember him tell-
ing me’, T said, ‘that he built a hen house but the wind
blew it down the following week.’

Counsel grunted in disgust and then tried agan: ‘Well,
al any rate,” he said in despair, e can r}};lk a cow?’

I don'’t know, I bave never mitked one’, Freplied.

He glared af me and sat down.

The judge summed up in favour of the plantiff and the
jury awarded Mr X £14,000 dumages, 2 large sum in those
duys. His solicitor told me afterwards that # was largely
my evidence that influenced the jury. [ was glud to have
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had a part in the course of justice. T saw nothing of Mr X
for sorme yeuars but heard that he had gone on @ world tour.
Then one day he walked into my surgery. T could hardly
recognise him, he looked trimn and cnergetic, and spoke
without hesitation, ‘G’day Doc, T hear vour son has bought
a block of fand outside the town??

“That’s right’, Tanswered,

‘Well,” he said, if he wants & bhit of bulldozing done 1
hope vou’ll remember mel”

Not Jong afterwards there was an even worse accident in
the harbour. Mr ¥ was an engineer working on the barge
which was deepening the barbour. While carryving owt some
adjustments his spanner caught in the moving machinery
and was {lung inte his head with tremendous fmu. When
I first sauw him on a stretcher m the hospital I thought
there was little or no chance of survival, He was deeply
uncenscious, barely alive, in fact. His head was in a
horrible mess, still dripping blood, and beside him on the
stretcher T could see a plece of brain tissue. Thiswascertanly
not a case for us, but the nearest neuwro-surgical unit was in
Melhoume, 250 miles by road, and to move him would
have been [latal. He was taken straight into the operating
theatre:an anaesthetist, whose anaesthetic services were not
required since the patient was so deeply unconscious, took
over the resuscitation procedure while my team started
cleaning up the wound. There was a ;dgy—d hele gomg
through to the brain, the skin above 1t was missing alto-
gether, and the skull beneuth fragmented and the picces
driven in. The first necessity was to stop the bleeding, then
the skin was trimmed to remove the greesy and muddy
rough edges, finally came the removal of the bone [rag-
ments from the brain. With a jet of sterile saline and gentle
persuasion the fragments were removed one by one. It was

finicky work which could not be hwrried; twice during the
cnsuing hours the patient %mppu} breathing but each time
the anaesthetist was able to revive tum. Then as the last
spike of bone came out the anacsthetist and I hoth noticed
that his coma was lightening, in tact during the final stages
of closure he had to be anaesthetised, There was no hope
of closing the bony deficit but by parallel micisions on each
side of the wound I managed to free two flaps of skin to
come together sufficiently to cover the brain,
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With great.care he was transforred 1o s bed and wheeled
to a ward, Next morning he was semi-conscious; within
couple of days he was fullv round and T was able to con-
duct tests. His power of speech had gone and ho was
paralysed down one side of his body but otherwise he was
remarkablv alert and could fully undersiund what was said
to him and answer by signs. The wound gave us trouble
with infection, which was expected, but antibiotics kepr 1t
under control and within a few weeks he was 11t 1o transfer
to Melbourne [or bone grafting of ihe skull defect. I lost
sight of him then but heard that the operation had been
successful and that he had gone back to his home In
Svdney.

Fouwr yvears later my recepiionist came intoe my consuli-
ing room and told me that there was an old patient of
mine outside who was passing through Portlund and would
like o greer me. A lady then came through the door
whom I recognised as Mrs Y and she was followed by =
man whom at frst did not recognise, then realised that 1t
must be Mr Y, He was walking with a imp but was other-
wise quite well. He smiled broadly when he suw me and
Hp{}i\t with a slight stammer. He icld me that he was
enjoving a holiday and spoke about his future plans, while
I marvelled at the chunge since 1 had last seen him, A few
weeks later T was summoned to Sydney to give evidence in
his court case. When I walked into the cowrt house | was
greeted by the solicitor who told me that the case had
been settled ont of court u few minutes previously. The
barrister on the other side had said to him, he related, ‘So
often 1 have litigants here who have some small injury and
are tull of complaints but this man, in spite of a major
injury, gave a factual account of his present state and
made ne complaints. T just dida’t have the heart to cross-
examine him.”He was awarded large and appropriate
damages.

I would like to complete this section on the Portland
harbour with two storics. Pat Hughes, the Chiel Engineer,
was one day smitten with, ot all things, mumps. It was
necessary for him to rest at home but he did not like this
at all; always the First to arrive at the olfice he had never
missed a day’s work., Aflter the {irst day or two reading
begun te pall so he stationed himself at his big living room
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window overlooking the harbour and studied ail that went
on through binoculars. Out {rom workshops and stores
came men for 2 smoke or a quiet game of cards, securely
hidden, as they thought, from prving eves. Within minutes
messages started arriving, via telephone, bidding foremen
inspect such and such places. From then on no place was
sale from the eves of the ‘spy in the sky’. Most unsporting!

The Scnior Engineer who was in charge ol the actual
construction work at the quarry and on the breakwater
was a Canadizn. He had won the George Cross for con-
spicuous galluntry during the Second World War mn connec-
tion with bomb disposal. 1 think he was the olficer
responsible for defusing and moving the landmine which
tell on St Paul’s Cathedral, London. His visits to the sites
had an effect similar to his bombs. A cloud of dust moving
rapidly on the Harbor Trust road to the quarry would
appear. Everyone there would become very busy, then a
car would drive up and the “Brown Bomber” would alight.
He would storm round the workings, all the while holding
forth in a flood of instructions and admonitions in the
purest Australian with a {ew English and Canadian swear
words thrown in for good measure. Everyone accepted this
as part of the daily ritual and after he had gone, work {and
leisure) would proceed smoothly. Then the Bomber read
an article in the Reader’s Digest on the damage done to the
hlood pressure by ‘blowing one’s top’. He became a changed
man. On arriving at work next day he looked round, nodded
his head, and drove away in silence. No one knew what it
all meant and for a time there was chaos, then the spell
wore off, the Bomber’s usual form reasserted itself, every-
one settled down feeling secure and that all was well,

As a postscript to this story [ would like to say some-
thing more about the influence ol the Reader’s Digest.
Withina day or two of the appearance of cach new
edition in the bookshops the hardy perennials among my
patients would start calling at my rooms. The conversation
would usually start with a vague skirmish concerning head-
aches, ‘funny feelings’, or the like which both they and 1
knew were merely the appetiser; then the piéce de résist-
ance would appear, ‘Do yvou think it might be leukaemia?’
or whatever might be the Reader’s Digest topic of the
month. I would go through the motions of examination
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and rcassure the patient who would then thankfully dis-
appear for another month. With the coming of television
the club increased considerably and Twas hard purt to keep
up with the changing medical fashions.

I can understand the poor sculs who constantly worry
about their health, but there is one class ol patient for
whom I bave little sympathy, the malingerer. An expert
malingerer, and there are such people, 1s difficult to detect
and, particularly mn medico-fegal cases can cause endless
trouble, An ilustrative case will exemplily the poim. i
was called out one day to an Australian coastal ship and
on boarding saw the Captain who told me that the patient
was a stoker whoe had vomited blood. When 1 asked for
more details he suggested that I see the patient {irst. The
patient gave a typical peptic ulcer story of long-standing
mdigestion which had got worse since he joined the ship
a short time before, and had calminated in his vomiting
blood. When T asked ¢o see the blood he told me he had
vorited over the side ol the ship. He was itender to touch
in the appropriate places in his abdomen; it was all consis-
tent with a peptic ulcer, and yet there was something not
quite right, 1t was too perfect a storv. When I returned 1o
the Captain’s cabin I asked lor {urther details; he told me
that this stoker, who had recently joined the ship, found the
heavy work of the engine room not at all to his liking and
complained volubly to the engineers. When he found him-
self near Portland he had this hacmorrhage which no one
else witnessed and promptly demanded to be put ashare.

‘Do vou think he is a genuine case? asked the Captain,

‘No, I don’t’, was his reply. ‘I think he is a lazy so and
so who sees a good way to get off the ship; what do you
think?’

I rather agree with vou but I'll have to take him into
hospital for ohservation just to be sure’, I said. I may say
I have great respect for the judgement of ships’ captains; !
do not remember any cases where thewr diagnoses were at
fault.

We took the man ashore and T careflully examined him
i hospital. While examining his chest I made a great show
pummeling iU vigorously while with the other hand I
guietly pressed hard over the so-called tender arca. He
took not the slightest notice. Coupled with the fact that
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no one with his history would have passed the medical
examination on joining the ship Inow had no doubt that he
was malingering. The ward sister was with me during the
examination so I addressed her, ‘Sister, in view of Mr X’s
haemaorrhage he must have nothing 1o eat or drink except
ice to suck’.

Very good’, she said. We both lelt the ward and I then
told her what it was all about.

It must have been a sore trial for the patient when that
evening everyone else in the ward had a good dinner while
he sucked ice. When Tdid my round that evening he assured
me that he was now much better and enquired anxiously
after food but T turned it down, so he had no byeakfast
next morning. Shortly afterwards when the ward sister
returned after a temporary absence she was just in time to
see him disappearing down the road, suitcase in hand, in
the direction of the neavest cale and home!

If malingerers were a pest, so were some reporters. 1
respect the reputable journalist who contributes, researches
and publishes hidden facts which the public should know,
but the sensation-mongering reporter is another matter.
The secretury of the British Medical Association once said
to me, ‘If I provide the press with a carefully worded state-
ment about new plans for improving medical services it
will almost certainly be ignored, but if I were to hit the
Minister of Health in the face it would get front page head-
lines?” From my point of view, the press quest for news
often cuis across the duty of the doctor to preserve con-
lidentiajity regarding his patient. I once had a sharp argu-
ment with a reporter whoe was trying to extract irom me
confidential information about a patient.

My .. if ¥ owere your doctor would vou like me to pass
on [acts about your medical condition to some stranger?’ 1
asked him.

‘Of course not,” he replied, ‘but, then I'm not news” as
if that excused everything.

On one occasion I was called out to another coastal ship.
This was in the days when I was still dependent on the old
fisherman’s decrepit launch. Sure enough, this trip was the
usual painfully slow one. The ancient engine at {irst retused
to start and only did so alier he had taken it apart and re-
assembled it. A rnile or so later it died completely and the
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rest of the journey was completed under sail. On reaching
the ship I found that one of the crew had a large abscess.
I had some basic emergency mstruments with me so we
sterilised these in the ship’s galley and 1 enlisted the help
of the Second Mate as ansesthetist. It only took a few
seconds to lance the abscess und put on dressings, the man
himself was up and about before Lhad cleaned and resterilis-
ed my instruments. When [ got back to the wharf I {cund a
reporter swaiting for me. He asked me what the journey
had been about and T told him that one of the erew had
had an abscess which had been put right. Not long after-
wards the phone starzed ringing on long distance calls from
various papers.

‘What did vou do?’ was the first querv.

Lanced an abscess’, I replied.

‘Was it a difficult operation?’

‘No, very easy.”

‘Was the sea very rough?’

‘No, very calm’, and so it went on.

That evening I was amazed to hear on the national news
about a ‘mercy dash’ to a ship at seu, mountainous seas,
intrepid doctor climbing rope ladders, diflicult operation
successtully performed and so forth, It took me some time
to realise that my very slow and unceventlul trip was the
‘mercy dash’ of the news bulletin!



CHAPTER FIVE
Doc, 1 feel crook

In medical practice misunderstandings between physician
and patient cun casily arise,

‘He didn’t Hsten to me’, is a favourite patients’ complaint;
sometimes this 1s true and s to be deplored, but more
often the apparent heedlessness is because the patient
wishes to emphasise something in his story and keeps on
r{puumg the same thing, when the doctor had in lact got

he point long before.

‘He didn’t tuke my temperature’ or "He didn’t look at
my tongue’ or worst of all ‘He didn’ take my blood
pressure’. Often these things are irrelevant but they have
become obsessions.

My first patient in the Portland practice was an elderly
retired man. He asked me to examine his heart which Tdid.
I [ound nothing wrong and told him so. A month fater he
was back again; he had some vague pain somewhere and
wanted to be sure that his heart was all right. I reassured
him but in a few weeks he was back once more. This time 1
told him strongly that there was no need for him to be
re-examined for another six months, but it was to no avail;
from then to the day of his death twenty years later he
was sending [or me. Later Ifound the cause of his obsession.
Years before he had consulted a cardiclogist about 4 pain
in his chest. A cardiogram was taken which showed a heart
defect and the patient was informed. However, next day
the specialist contacted him and apologised tfor aun error,
someone eise’s cardiogram had been mistaken for his, there
was nothing wrong with his heart. The patient never fully

46
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accepted this explanstion. Curiously enough, when his time
did come he fold his housekeeper thas he was going to die
and when she wanted to call me he refused, there was
nothing, he said, that I could do. He died within twelve
hours.

What many patients do not realise when they complamn
about their docters s the training In observation which al
doctors consciowsly or unconsciously acquire. When the
patient first enters the reom he s under observation, His
gait, the expression on his fuce, his breathing, his colour,
the presence of tremor or paralvsiy have all been noted
belore he utters a word., When the middle aged, rather
plump lady with blonde hair enters, mv brain f'epméc the
old medical student mpemonic of gdli bladder disease,

‘Fawr, fat and forty’ automatically., As soon as she says
that bot buttered toast and cream puffs give her indigestion
I siart reaching for therequest slip for a gall bladder HKer av.
When I feel the typical tenderness on pressing over her gall
bludder I only need to know a few more details at that
stage before Xoray confirms the presence of gallstones. The
patient sometimes {eels hzu‘f when, racefully T hope, T ary
and cut short the {low of irelevant details which she
would ke 1o tell

Then there is the elderly mun, a bit grev in colour, who
walks slowly through the door; there Is perhaps a faint
suggestion ol breathlessness. By the time he has told me
about the tight feeling in his chest, of being ‘crushed in
a vice’ bebind his breastbone, and about the pain which
passes down his lelt arm, I know that his coronary arteries
are in a bad way. Further history confirms this but the
actual examination, which he thinks so Importent may
show very little abnormality and it is the blood chemistry
and electrocardiogram which give the final verdict.

This habit of sclective observation becomes sccond
nature. On one occasion my wife and daughter asked me
about 2 voung lady whom T had seen boarding ihe tram
on which I was travelling at the Roval Melbourne Hospital
ram stop. My daughter thought from something I said thas
she knew her.

What did she look like?’

‘Oh she was quite a pretty girl, but there was nothing
remarkable about her’, T rephed.
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What colour haiy had she?”

1 cannot remember.’

‘Well then what was the colour of her eves?”

1 didn’t notice.”

My daughter turned to her mother, Topeless isn™t he? I
bet if she had a goitre or something like that he'd remember.”

‘Now that vou mention it,” [ replied, she did have a
goitre, a small one mostly on the right side.”

My daughter looked at me in disgust. “You see, he
remembers that but nothing else, absolutely hopeless isn't
he??

‘Absolutely!” said my loving wile.

Actually T did not dare tell them but on the tram I had
mentally carried out a dashing piece ol surgery - collar
incision, ligation of the thyroid blood vessels, removal of
most of the thyroid gland including the cvstadenoma
which was undoubtedly present, and finally suture of the
wound — all in one virtuoso performance betore Ileft the
tram!

It patients have complaints about therr doctors, the con-
verse also applies. A schoolmaster, after a trymg interview
with the father and mother of a pupil, once snorted to his
colleagues, ‘Parents should be banned by law’,

Sometimes [ felt the same way about patients. Usually
this centred round the taking of the patient’s story, his
‘history’ in medical jargon. The history is ol great impor-
tance; il an accurate and carefud history 1s taken in full co-
operation with the patient the diagnosis often becomes
apparent before the patient is even examined. Many
patients, as I have previcusly indicated scem mcapable of
grasping this pomt and become mmpatient when they are
questioned.,

Why doesn’t he get on with Iimding out whit 13 wrong?’
is the obvious question in thewr minds. Many times have [
had patients come into my consulting room and the follow-
ing sort of conversation takes place.

After the preliminary courtesics, ‘Well now, Mrs. .
what do vou feel is wrong?’

‘Oh, nothing, Doctor. T just want my blood pressure
checked.”

Tl take your pressure in & moment,” | reply, ‘but have
vou ncticed anvthing wrong?’
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‘Oh, no, Doctor. T just want my blood pressure Laken.’

I can see L am getting nowhere so I put on the sphygmo-
manomeier, which measures blood pressure, and a minute
larer, “That's good, vour blood pressure is quite normal’.

A bewildered look comes over the lady’s face, *You mean
there’s nothing wrong with my blood pressure?’

“Thaut's righe.”

‘Well, why do I get headaches, and a tight fecling in the
back of my neck, and {eel giddy and don’t sleep well?

By this time, especially il it has been a trying day, my
patience is beginning to run thin and mv reply is shorter
than it ought to be, *Why did vou not tell me that in the
lirst place when T asked you?”

Then there is the patient wha tells everything except the
one mmporrant fact. I take a history, go through an examina-
tion without finding anything important, only to have the
patient say as he goes through the door on leaving, ‘Oh, by
the way, Doctor ..., and out comes the really mportant
bact,

Allthe same, huving criticised patients for their obsessions
Lam not guildess myselll In 1957 [ stopped off in Uganda
on the way te London. While there 1 noticed for the first
time a faintly blood-stained discharge from one nostril. I
fooked up my nose as best I could with the help of a
mirror and thought Teould see a tumour; it dawned on me
that it was probably cancerous. All the way to London I
was sure that it was spreading widely. On arrival T rang up
a specialist T knew amd described it to him.

Sounds bad, old man. You had better ger attention
quickly. I would Like 1o see you but f am hooked up. How
about going duwn 1o Barts (St Bartholomews Hospital)?
They'll see you straight away.’

I'went down to Barts and sat on a bench wuiting By
turn; looking at the wall across from me 1 could sce ne
difference from its appearance when 1 was a student there
over twenty-five years previously; the same gloomy colour
and the door in need of a coat of paint. My reverie was
interrupted by a call to go in. An cthicient-looking lady
doctor listened to my story, produced a speculum and
inserted it in my nose.

‘Ah, ves,” she sald, ‘2 bit of a wart, it needs a scrape’,
which she proceeded to do. I was shocked. Here was I with
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The author revisiting by old school {Monkton Coombe} in Englund,
1§57, fifty-twe years after leguing.

one loot practically In ihe grave and this unfeeling doctor
talks about *a bit of a wart’, How could she be so callous?

Therc are two schools of thought about what should be
told to patients. One doctor with whom 1 used to work
went into great detail with his patients. I, on the other
hand, tend to avoid lengthy explanations nnless T am
dirccily asked. I am not suwre that patients really take in
much of what 1s told them and sometimes the more
authoritarian ‘Do this” or "‘Don’t do that” is suificient.
When 1 was practising in Papua I was once wlking 10 &
patient who mentioned someone else he knew living at the
other end of the Territory. He related what the other
man’s doctor had sald, Whar he did not know, and what 1
did not tell him, was that I was the doctor, and what |
was alleged to have told the patient had very little resem-
blance to my actual words.

A doctor in England told me that a patient had come to
him with his son, saying that he had consulted the doctor’s
locum while the doctor was away on holiday, and that the
focum had told him that the child had a button up his
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nosc. The doctor looked inside but could sec nothing
wrong so he got in touch with the locum. He asked him if
he remembered the boy.

Yes,” said the locum, *he had adenouds.’

‘Did you tell him that he had a button up his nose?’
gueried the doctor.

‘Certainly not’, said the locum. Then recollection came.
‘I remember now,” he said, ‘the father had never heard of
adenoids so 1 explained that it was an area of swollen flesh
rather like a large button.’

The father, I may add was a highly intelligent man, in
fact a leading figure in the London financial world. T am
not sure that the more authoritarian approach of telling
the patient only what he needs to know is not better,

Having said this I must contradict it in a story about a
lady who consulted me about obesn'} I put her on an
1800 calorie® diet, carefully written out in detail. In a
week or so she returned and I weighed her. To my amaze-
ment, instead ol losing weight she had gained several
pounds. 1 asked her if she had followed the diet and she
assured me that she had done so meticulously. Then the
permy dropped. I asked her, ‘Did you take anytbing
else besides the diet?’

‘Nothing at all,” she replied, ‘except of course my usual
food!”

Perhaps explanations are better,

I think there must be an aura of authority attached to

doctoys. I realised this when, summoned to Melbourne to
give evidence in court, I walked into the fover to find a
milling crowd of people around a man seated on a bench.
As soon as my soliciior saw me he rushed forward. “Thank
God you've come’, he said. ‘One ol the witnesses is a
diabetic who took his insulin injection this morning but
missed out on breakfast. He started to {ecl faint and the
barrister and I thought he must be suffering [rom insufin
overdose so we tried to give him sugar but he won’ drink
it.
A cursory examination confirmed the solcitor's diag-
nosis; the man was rapidly passing into coma. I took the
glass of sugar and water and went over to him and shook
him. T'm a doctor, just drink this, please.’

He opened his mouth jerkily and [ poured it down. There
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was an awestruck murmur from all around s if T were
some sort of superman. T {elt anything but that, but one
thing T was sure about was that he would do what 1 said.
Minutes later the man started to coree round and later gave
his evidence without trouble.

Apart From ithe difficulties of communication between
dactor and patient there is the problem ol rapport. By this
I meun thai intangible something whereby the doctor likes
the parient and the patient has confidence in his doctor.
Without this, I am convinced, the family physician canmot
do much for his patient. T have had very few patients with
whom I have felt @ barvier, but those § Lad, I told frankly
that [ could not help them and advised them to see another
doctor, This is one reason which impels me to oppose any
government scheme whereby the pationt 1s a cvpher on a
social welfare card, attached whether he likes 1t or not 0
Iy A or Dy B. This mav be a tidy arrangement for health
planners but it is disasirous {or family medicine where the
doctor, as he grows older, should become the guide and
friend of the family as well as physician, One gets 2 new
perspective when one can say to onesell, T attended her
mother and her mother’s mother and they felt the same
way as she does™,

Then there is the difficuliv of language. Many Australians
get by on a minimum of adjectives; there s the universal
bloody” which can mean anything or nothing. *A bloody
car’, ‘those bloody policemen’, ‘them bloody politicians’
or even ‘the bloody wife’, can convey contempt, affection,
or even be inserted to round out a sentence. Then there are
bizarre phrases like “a falr cow” which can describe a
stubborn Bluck bull or an engine which will not start ora
job which iz oo dilficult, 8o too with ‘bonza’, ‘dinkum’,
vou're kidding’; all these bave o wealth of meanings. I was
used 1o these in history taking and translated them accord-
ing to the context without much dilficulty, but there was
one word which T dreaded, the word ‘crook’ Whenever
that word popped out Tused to groan inwardly.

The conversation would go Hke this: ‘Good morning
Bill, what's vour trouble?’

The patient’s mouth would open and a puzeled look
would come over his face; one could almest hesr the cog
wheels whirring inside his brain. Then out it would come:
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I feel crook, Doc’.

1 see’, I would sav resignedly if untruthfuliv, ‘Now how
exacily do vou feel erook?’

Another mental comvulsion would take place, then:
“Y'know, Doc, it"s like this.” A long pause would lollow
while he groped lor the right word, then oul it would
come. "Ah, Doc. va know, T sorta feel crook.’

It was like a Bach prelude and fugue, no maiter where
vou chased the theme, up or down, loud or soft, the same
chords caught up with vou. Usually T gave up the history
in despair and just hoped that something would turn up in
the examination, but even todav, as T write this in India,
if someone weve to interrupt the flow of Marachi or Hindi,
he has only to turn to me and uiler the one word, the
word ‘crook’, for my blood pressure 1o reach the top.

it the patient has difficultv in expressing his thoughrs to
the doctor, so also has 1the doctor sometimes in giving an
intelligible name to the patient’s illness, There ure paticnts
who are not particularly interested in names. I have several
times seen an operation scar and asked what was the opera-
tion only to be answered, “The doctor never told me’. But
most patients, guite naturally, like to know what is wrong
with them and do not feel happy until a name is attuched
to their illness. One fellow student of mine became a very
lashionable general practitioner in the south of England
and 1t was satd that the secret of his success was that he
was never at a loss in giving names w medical conditions.
On one vccasion he was asked by o patient who had a
pancreatic cyst what was wrong. With no hesitation he
replied, *You have water on the sweethreads’ which fully
satisfied the patient. There are however pesis who like to
alr their medical knowledge, One such was constantly
annoying me by asking for scientific terms and then arguing
about them. His sore throat was treated successfully with
penicillin. At the end he asked the usual question, ‘What
has been wrong with me?’

I told him, “You had a mild throat infoction”.

T know that,” he said impatiently, ‘but what caused it?’

I thought to myself, ‘Tl fix you, my boy’. In view of
the response to peniciliin® I was reasonably sure of my
facts so Ireplied, *You were infected by the beta-haemolytic
coagulasc-positive streptococcus pyogenes’.
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He looked stunned for a moment, then rallied, *Ah,” he
said brightly, ‘T wondered il it was that!’

There are other possible sources of misunderstanding.
One hot summer afternoon I was working in my surgery in
Tyers Street, Portland, when the telephone rang. Tt was the
hospital ringing to say that one of my obstetric patients
who was in labour was ready for delivery. There was no
time to be lost so Irushed out to my car which was parked
on the street outside the door and drove at high speed up
the road, at the end of which was a popular pub, the Roval
Hotel. Unheeded by me was a patient watting in his car o
sce me. Secing me rush out and disappear in the direction
ol the pub he drew his own conclusions. He walied for a
few minutes, then went in and saw my receptionist.

Doctor gone?” he enguired.

“Yes’, was the reply.

‘Be back svon?’

‘No, not for some time’, she said.

He looked at her sympathetically, *On the grog, Tsuppose’,
he concluded.



CHAPTER STX
Bureaucrats and babies

I have mentioned the personal relationship which grows up
between the family pbysician and his putients of several
generstions. All of this, most doctors feel, would be im-
perifled by anv government scheme ol control of the
profession by bureaucrats. 8o when in the post-wur vears
the Commonweahth Government artempted to lwre and
coerce doctors into the beginnings ol a nationabised medical
service, by offering lree medicine i preseribed on official
formy under restricting conditions, there was opposition.
The British {(later Australiun) Medical Association advised
non co-operation by relasing delivery of the Torms.

One day [ received a request to call for a parcel at the
post office. A large parcel headed Commonwealth Depart-
ment of Health was passed over the countor,

*Sign here’, suid the clevk,

T don’t want 1t°, Ireplied and pushed it back. The clerk
Iooked at me as if I bad esceped from a mental hospital.

You don't want #4727 be repeated in moredulity, ‘Wha
der T do with 0?7

You can do what voulike with i, Tanswered graciously.
That day doctors all over Australia did the same thing and
the scheme collupsed.

If anyone else wishes to check on bureaucratic manage-
ment of medicine the Repairmtion Commnsion is a fer-
tile [ield. An example will illustrate:

A patient of mine, a 191418 war veteran, had some
administrative  difficelties abount his pension and was
summoned to Melbourne, He awived thore early in the
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moraing alter 4 300 mile jowrney and presented the official
letrer at the enguiry desk at Repatriation Headguarters.
The clerk pointed 1o a bench across the room and said,
‘Please sit there untid vou are called’.

An hour passed, then another, butr nothing happened,
so he went back 1o the desk only to find somecne else
there. He told his story agam.

‘I know nothing abouwt that. If vou were told to it there
do so’, said the clerk. By this time the old man was tired
and hungry, i was past lunch time and breaklast scemed o
Iong way back. By 2,00 p.m. the bench was Tull of walting
people, Then the door at the end ol the room opened and
a unilormed attendant called out, ‘Come this way, please
gentlemen’.

My patient vose stiffly to his foet, tottered out, and was
ushered into » waiting ambulunce; within a short time they
drew up at Caulfield Hospital where the patient was direge-
ed £ oa ward, A ward sister met hmm and said, “Put on these
pyjamas and get nto bed”

My friend, by now thoroughly confused, attempted 1o
iell her thar his was a peusion claim but she brushed him
aside. “Don’t argue, just get infe bed and wait for the
doctor.”

After an hour or two he plucked up courage and asked o
passing nurse, ‘When will the doctor come?’

‘Wext Thursday afternoon’, was the reply.

After battling with stubborn bureaucrats it was always
refreshing to twmn to places where one’s help was welcomed.
Foothall and sports clubs needed advice, first-aid classes
filied a useful role, other organisations had problems, My
wite lound an outlet as Honorary Probation Officer a1 the
local court and developed a rewarding relationship with
many o the girls committed 1o her care. Perhaps this was
one reason why [ read a second time an article m The
Medical Journal of Australin entitled ‘Wegitimacy and
Ignorance’. This referred to the increasing number of
school girls who were becoming pregnant, and the rising
incidence of venercal discase In students. [t was pointed
out that many of these children were grossly ignorant of
sexual biology n spite of their apparenl sophistication.
The writer gueried who were the people who should help.
Not schoel teachers, he sald, they were too close to the
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children; not the clergy; nor psvchiatrists; but the family
doctor who still was respected and who was supposed to
be knowledgeable in these martters. The writer urged {amily
doctors to take on this task as a matter of urgency.® The
more 1 thought over this article the more Irealised that his
concluzions were only oo true and 1 knew [ must do
something about it.

There were some 1500 secondary students in Portland
schools so I called on the Heudmaster of Portland High
School, showed him the article and offered to give sex edu-
cation lectures to his school. He himself had been seriously
concerned at student promiscuity and welcomed it. He
veferred the matter to the Advisory Council whe concurred,
consent forms were sent to parents, and arrangements were
settled,

To get the sort of atmosphere where students would he
free to ask questions single classes were desirable. Since
the total number of students was oo large 1 decided to
contine my talks to the girls as being more at risk. The
Headmaster agreed and a dav was fixed. Complete with
projector and slides I arrived and found a roomful of the
matriculation class girls waiting. In some wepidation [
started my lecture but 1t soon became obvious that these
girls were really interested and I gave them the facts about
reproductive anatomy, physiology, growth of the foctus,
contraception, abortion and vencreal disease. T was careful
not to express my personal opinions nor to moralise. They
fistened intently and in silence. At the end 1 asked for
questions but got nonc. Then the lady tcacher who was
present put me in the picture.

‘The girls are shy, Doctor, give them a chance to puat
thelr guestions in writing.” I did so and promised to return
the following week. -

Within days alarge bundle of questions, unsigned, arrived
on my desk. Some were trivial but many were profound
and 1t was obvious that these voung people were thinking
deeply on these martters. Although I had been strictly
factual in my first lecture I was hoping that I would be
asked for comments in the sccond and I was, One of the
guestions was, ‘What would vou do if a single girl came to
vour surgerv and asked for a prescription for the Pill??
Others called for other moral judgements.

c
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As Tar as I can ascertain all the great religions which
have guided mankind for millenia agree that there arc
certain [undamental moral standards which humanicy dis-
regards at Its peril. The gualities of love, unseifishness and
purity cannot co-exist with promiscuity. As 1 answered
their questions 1 told the girls that this was my opinion
and 1 could see from the looks on thewr faces that they did
not disputeit. The talks continued for two years. No parent
ohjected, some thanked me.

One of the by-products of the Permissive Society has
been the rapidly increasing demand tor abortion.

When women asked me for an abortion Tused to explain
that, in my view, it was murder of a human being and I
would have no part iIn 4. Immediately hostile objections
would be raized: “There’s nothing alive there’, or *It's only
a lamp of grstde’, or T can’t feel anything so it can’t be
alive’.

My answer to this was to take from my drawer g small
glass tube In which was a six week old foerus loating in
pzcst“fméwt — T had found the toetus among the debris of
& miscarriage. 1 would hand over the tube and say, ‘Look
ar this little fellow, see his eyes, his fingers and toes, s this
what vou want to kill?’

Sometimes the woman would besilent foravime and then
sav, ‘Is that what I've got inside me?’

Yes', T would reply. There would be a pause and then
she would get up and go out without ancther word, 1 am
convinced that many people are being rushed into abortion
without being given all the facts, including the long torm
psychological scars which may be left.”

Then there were the married womoen, whaose families
had grown up when they found themselves unexpectedly
pregnant. Many ol these women, though asking for abortion,
were rather hali-hearted about it, often pushed into it by
husband or friends. When there was a frank discussion of
ways and means, I found that some became reconcled o
the prospect of continuing the pregnancy and Inmvariably
the resultant haby would be gladly ‘adopted’ and often
spoiled by the more senior members of the family.
However, not all felt this way. One day I was approached
by the mother of a family of teenage girls. She had missed
a period and was quite distraught, Examination conbirmed
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a possible pregnancy. When 1 told her so, her objections
poeuared out, her nevves were in a bad way — so she said and
I knew it was true — she was tired, and could not possibly
face going through with it.

I you don’t take it away T'll jump in the sea’, was her

ultimatum, Nothing that T said had the slighiest elfect. T
was m @ dilemma, if T agreed T was going against all my
beliefs of right and wrong, il 1 refused T might have her
death on my conscicnce,

As she talked Isilently praved for wisdom. Then decp in
my heart it became clear to me that I must follow my
convictions. What happened us a vesult was God's responsi-
bilicy and I must leave it to him. I told my patient that I
would give her every possible help il she went through
with her pregnancy but [ would nor interfere with it. She
eft the office in tears. Thut night part of me waited fora
telephone call from the police about a suicide, the other
part of me telt confident that all would be well, but by the
morning 1T knew the worst was over. A month later the
patient came 1o the surgery for examination, She was bitter
and resentful, blaming me, her husband, everybody except
hersell. When she came for her fifth monthly check it
dawped on me that 1 was not hearing any more com-
plaints, by the eighth month she was quite excited about
the forthcoming event. The labour was straightforward and
when I presented her with her newborn son she was delight-
ed. This was the first boy in several generations and her
hushand and the family showered congratulations on her,
Their marriage gained a new zest and I watched that tiny
baby grow into a fine voung lad.

After writing this story in India I decided that, though
dentiljcation was unlikely, I ought to get my former
puatient’s permission to publish it. She readily gave it and
went on to add that this lad was a joy o her and o her
husband; a copy of his school report was enclosed. 1 have
never seen ifs equal, ‘A’ marks in each subject and the
comments ranged from ‘very good’ through ‘excellent’ to
tullsome praise. A few months later, when on a visit to
Australia, I called at their house and was introduced to a
cheerful young giant, an obvious athlete who was clearly
the ol of his parvents.

‘Son,” 1 said, *what would vou like to do when vou leave
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schaol??

‘Meadicine’, was his reply.

Those doctors who f{eel they have a mandate to ‘play
God' in destroying embryos® might like to ponder a story
told by the American writer Joe Bavlv:

A college prolessor put this problem 1o his class: “A
certain man has syphilis; his wife has tubervculosis; of their
four children, one has died and the other three sutfer from
an incurable illness that is considered terminal. She s
pregnant. What do you recommend?”

‘Maost students recommended abortion.

*UFine”, replied the professor. “You just killed Beet-
hoven,”’




CHAPTER SEVEN
Taming the wilderness

I was brought up as an Anglican and attended the parish
chiurch, St Stephens, while in Portland. This lovely old
bluestone church had been built by the Hentv brothers,
tounders of Portland, over a century before.” 8o it was in
this church that our daughter, Patricie, was married.
Patricia had qualified as a nurse at the Roval Melhourne
Hospital and subsequently worked in her profession over-
scas,

Now, she was to be married to john Belfield, a young
soldier settler farmer, whom we welcomed as a son-in-law.

Unknown to any of the family, except my wile, | had
hidden a tape recorder among the flowers. Five vears later,
on Patricia and Johns wedding anniversary, I asked them
if they would like to hear some organ music. ‘Please’, said
Patricia. As the sounds of Purcell’s Trumpet Voluntary
filled the room Patricia leaned back and said, John, do
you hear, just like our wedding isn’t it?’

The music came to an end and the familiar voice of owr
vicar reading the marriage service could be heard, Patricia
sat up as il she had been shot and listened intently as the
service proceeded. She looked at me accusingly once or
twice for not having told her about the recording but then
became absorbed as she heard the words of the service and
her own and her husband’s responses. I think the presen-
tation ol the disc afterwards and its memories meant much
to them both.

John had served in the Second World War and was
entitled to government help in securing land at low interest.

61
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Patricia and John, wedding,

The land alotted was at Harrow, about 110 miles novth of
Portland, and had an area of 800 acres, of which only a
small part had been cleared; the rest was overgrown with
bushes and low-grade timber. The Soldier Settlement Com-
mission, the controlling government bodv, allowed him to
buy only a sccond-hand ractor and an old cultivator. So
began the arduous task of developing a viable larm. One
wise old farmer who knew the area said it would take a
seneration of men's work and tons of fertiliser betore the
land would become really productive, Te was right. Only
now, after two decades, 1s it beginning to look bke fertile
couniry.

The urgent rask was to clear the land. Novmally this is
done by bulldozers which pust the trees down and drag
them inte rows for burning, but John had to do 8 by hand
and fractor cable. Slowly, very slowly, patches of land
became cleaved, ploughed, sown down In pasture, and
stock put on.

At Tast the time came when two large paddocks were
clear and John gave consideration to sowing them with
cats for winter feed for the stock. The problem was, how-
ever, the high cost of engaging someone with a harvester
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to reap and process the crop. Thinking over this problem 1
%;{.gmt convinced that john was meant to have bis own
harvester. Harvesters are complex machines which cut the
heads off the grain, thresh it, and winnow the chalf, and
then collect the grain in a hopper tank. In those days the
cost of 2 new machine was in the viciity of £10,000 so
the whole idea seemed quite impossible, because the com-
bined family resources would not reach much beyond
£200, However, we went shead and placed an advertise-
ment in o widely read weekly paper for an old model
machine in wm‘i«.mg order. Several rephes came baek ranging
inn price rom £500 to £150 and then one arrived advertis-
ingwn . old model machine at £25. John snd I boil agreed
that any maechine selling at this price would bo worthless.
We set out to sec the next most inexpensive harvester. As
we were driving wlong we passed the place where the £25
machine was kept so we decided to call, The property was
a prosperous well kept farm and as we entered I eould see
a fine machinerv shed in which was o modern harvester.
The owner came out and we explained our crrand, "What
sort of condition s 11 in? we enquired.

‘Cuite good ranning order’, he said and added, *As vou
can see L bought a modern machine some time ago and the
old one has Just been lving thore taking up veom. When |
saw vour advertisement I thought that 1 might as well get
rid ol it

The machine was, we [ound, in excellent order, having
been well cared for, We paid the £25 and had it fransported
te the farm. Later on that season it harvested £400 worth
of cats with little trouble.

Jobe's house, now built, was just a house, obviously
designed by some ity architect who had never experienced
the heat of summer on these dry plains, and so had designed
a lypical suburban dwelling without verandahs or wide
eaves. To add 1o the heat, hghting was by means of kero-
sene lamps, Electricity mamns had not reached within miles
of the place though they did later on, all the samc, the
house had been wired for electricity. Wf thought of ways
and means of generating our own current but a liphting set
would be far heyvond Jobn's means. Then the ides came to
use the diesel engine which the Commission had installed
it ¢ wool shed about 200 vards awuy. This powered a sheep
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shearing plant but could also be used to drive a dynamo,
but here again the cost would be great. Just then the town
oi Casterton changed over from thewr own direct carrent
plant 1o the Swte Electricity Commission’s alternating
current mains. We thought it might be worth a wip to the
town to see if we could pick up some D.C. motors cheaply,
one ol these could be converted into a dyname. A visit to
the town paid dividends. In the town’s printing works we
found a stack of disused morors and for ihe modest
cxpenditure of £20 came away with four of them. The
largest of these, a 3 HLP, motor was used as a generator by
running it at 25% above its rated speed. To our delight we
found that we got a steady 230 volt divect current supply.
It did not take long to run this over 1o the house and on
connecting it up 1t provided all the power needed Tor light-
ing, iroming, and a waterpump and washing machine, the
Intier two powered by Casterton motors. It made hife
much easier for Patricia, John and the two children. There
was only one drawback in the whole arrangement, when
the last person put out his reading lamp ar night, John had
1o tramp over 1o the wool shed and tarn off the engine. We
discussed ways and means of using a relay te tum off the
engine but it was all too costly, until a very simple solution
emerged. A wire to the generator was threaded through
pulleys fastened to the power poles, and attached to the
wall outside Johu's bedroom window. To turn off the
engine all he had to do was to lean out of the window and
pull; this litted the governor and stopped the engine!

There was one final amenity which Patricia and John
wanted to make life comfortable on the farm: a tele-
phone. Application to the Postal Department was not
very encouraging. John was informed that the Department
would grant telephone service if he would be responsible
for installing snd maintaining three out of the eight miles
ol telephone line to the Harrow exchange. We analysed the
problem: firstly it would require a large number of tele-
phone poles — these could be cut from John's own timber;
secondly it would require six miles of wire — this could be
galvanised fencing wire which was not too costly; thirdly
it would require a very large number of insulators and ron
straps — these would be prohibitively expensive. Then I
remembered that when driving through the Grampian



Taming the wilderness 65

“Click go the shears.” John at work.
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Dy freding sheep, fobhn Dermot drivimg.

Mountains some tirne before Thad scen what locked like a
disused telephone line running alongside the road. A visit
te Hall’s Gap and Stawell comtumed this and we found
that 1t was an old municipal line which had been abandoned
vears before. At the Stawell town hall T was asked to
submit a iender which 1 did, for £10! The offer was
accepied and we became the legal owners of the telephone
Iimc with all the appurtenances thereof. For our next
holiday Freda and I went to Hall’s Gap and spent a fow
days climbing up and down telephone poles; we came
away with a stack of cquipment sufficient Tor far move
than the rhree miles of telephone line. Three moenths later,
alter many family working bees, John and Pavicia had
thenr telephone.

While on the subject of clectric power 1 would like to
complete the story. Many vears later the State Flectricity
Commnission mains were extended 1o take in all the Harrow
area; John was duly notilied that the line would pass his
property and that he could have his premises connected
on application. On making cenguiries we {ound that the
house could be connected provided the wiring passed the
S5.E.C. regulations: there wag no legal requirement that the
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wiring had to be done by a gualified electrician, though
once it had been comnected no alteration could be made
except by a professional. John and I checked the wiring
procedures and fehi competent to do simple extensions so
we had a field day installing extra power ?i)iﬂ‘fs also
running an cxtension across te the garage and wiring 1.
Then John called in a licensed clectrician and asked him to
connect the house to the 8.E.C. transformer. He did this
but then decided that he could make a good thing out of
rewiring the house, John told him that this was not requar-
ed but the electrician mutiered dark threats about the
inspector for the 8.E.C. and what he would do. One day
he called and notified John that the mspector would he
calling the next morning and again renewed his warnings.
Pointing to the extension which we had put up Lo the
gurage he said, ‘Look at that, those aluminium clips went
out years ago; they should be brass. The inspector will
certainly condemn that.’

As it happencd Tarrived later that afternoon for a week-
end stay and John told me about the wamnmg., We hastily
boughi a box of brass clips, lower u% the cable and changed
all the clips.

The next moming the inspector arrived. The elecirician
pointed out vartous things ailegedly wrong in the house
wiring but the inspector passed them; then he led him out
of the house and pointed 1o the extension cable. Do you
see those aluminium clips?” he said,

The inspector peered up. ‘No,” he said, “those are brass,
they wve quite all right.”

The elecirician looked up at the wire and could ot
believe his eves, all opposition subsided as he muttered to
himsell, The farm came on to the 8. E.C mains without
further incident! The peace of the farm and {reedom from
responsibility was animmense relief to me alter busy nights
and days at Portland and T used to escape there whenever I
could. The family had been warned on no sccount to revesl
that I was a doctor.

My anonymity, unfortunately, did not last forever. One
dav a neighbouring farmer kn ocked on the door, which
was opened by Patricia. *Mis Belfield,” he said, T believe
you are a nurse, could you help me? One of my stud rams
was operated on for @ bladder stone a few days ago and the
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wound has staried 1o bleed. I have tried evervwhere to find
the vet but can’t get him. Would you sce what vou can do?’

Patricia forger the warning and replied, T don’t think I
cun help vou bur my lather is here, he is a doctor, T am
sure he can.’

S0 I wus called in, and, in spite of mv objecting that 1
knew nothing about animals, he pleaded with me 1o go.
I borrowed Patricia’s instuments and we set out for the
property. When we got there the animal was lving in a pool
of blood., We arranged & wool-sorting table as an oper dtmg
table and heaved the ram onto it. T scrubbed up and clean-
cd out the clot, Rather to my surprise T recognised the
familiar anatomical landmarks and eventually Tound the
spurting blood vessel, tied it off, packed the wound und
closed it lightiy, The grazier was very grateful but 1 knew
my anonymity had gone forever, We walked over to the
house {or a drink. On the way Lasked him quite innocently,
‘Do th‘f:p get tetanus?’

‘I 'don’t know’, he replied. ‘Wi v do you ask?’

‘Ob, Treplicd, T wag just interested, it is something we
have to watch in human bei mc, in wounds like this we
always give a tetanus injection.’

I\unhmg more was said on the subject and we parted
after vy advising him to ger in touch with the vet (md let
bim know what had hdppened. A few days later Pamricia
rang me up at Postland, ‘Dad,” she said, ‘hat ram died of
tetangs, Mr ., | i3 furious with the ver about 1, he said that
B Vaugbm’a had suid he ought to have been given a tetanus
infection.” T do not think I was popular with that vet lor
quite a while,

It was not long before Michael followed his sister to the
altar and John Dermot, his vounger brother, followed after
some time, It meant a lot 1o us to know tha‘f all three child-
ren were married, though we saw Hitle of the two boys and
their wives becausc thcy moved to Meltbourne, which was
ico Lar for I'rcqueni‘ visits. As the grandchildren started to
increase in number, Christmas and other times with them

sund us became a Joy and one never knew whar gem of

wudum would be produced. Young Deuane, Patricia’s

second boy, was leaning over my chair one day and said,
‘Grandpa, you haven’t got much hair o1 your head’.
‘No,” Isaxd, rubbing the bald patch, “hat’s true.’

b
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The fourth member, Kim.
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‘Well,” he said as if speaking to an idiot, ‘why don’t you
put some super (fertiliser} on it?’

By 1965 Pairicia and John had been blessed with three
fine sons, which no doubt made the nucleus of & good
football team but contributed little to Teminine grace. So
there was considerable excitement when Patricia announced
that she was going to have a girl,

‘A girl?” ] queried. ‘How do you know that?’

‘Oh, we have it all worked out’, said my daughter.

‘Tdon’t believe it’, I replied.

“The trouble with vou,” said an exasperated Patricia, 9s
that you are too old fashioned. We had this from ... (a
well known women’s s paper). It will be a girl, all right.”

The pregnancy proceeded normally and the deliv eIy was
arranged to take place at Horsham Hospital, about sixty
miies away. Bveniually labow seemed to start and the trip
to the hospital took place, only to prove a false alarm.
Two more similar episodes fellowed, so when labour pains
started again, Patricia refused to move until she wus
absolutely sure she was in labour. Unfortunately, she Jeft it
too late so John had to deliver the baby en route. It wasa
fine boy,

The football tcam gained another member and the
women’s paper lost a subscriber,



CHAPTER EICHT
The medical detective

Many momentous discoverics in medicine bave come about
because someone had the curiosity to ask, "Why?” when
something unusual ccewrred in an oft repeated procedure.
Such was the case In the discovery of penicillin by Dr
(later Sir) Ambrose Fleming, the Lnglish pazhnk}ﬂ'i%t
Fleming found one ol the dishes on which he was growing
germs zl}mécd by a mould, an event familiar to laboratories
all over the world, but Fleming noticed that where the
mould was in contact with the germs the latter had died
off. He asked himself, ‘Why?" The mould was penicilliam
notatum, Lamiliar on moeuldy bread, hut a relined prepara-
tion of it was {ound to cure the dreaded puerperal fever of
childbirth and other dangerous infections.’® This chance
discovery was one of the greatest triamphs of this century
and it ushered in the antibiotic era.

I stumbled upon the answer to an unusual problem in
our arca some vears ago. Part of myv practice concerned
people living at Bridgewater, several miles along the coast
from Portland. People here were s sick lot and many
suffered [rom an unusual form of snnemia. Most of them
were poor farmers, eking out a bare living on inlertile soil.
Tt was described as ‘coastie” country and animals could live
there for only part of the vear without having a spell on
richer country inland. T was not greatly concerned because
the anaemic patients responded well to tublets containing
iron of a certain brand. Then another company produced
an improved iron tablet, more expensive but more {ree
from impurities, and I changed my prescriptions o this.

71
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To my surprise my Bridgewater parients did not do so well
and I had to revert to the less pure tablet,

At this time I found by chance that agriculiuralists
mvesiigating the coustie problem had discovered that when
minute traces of minerals, particularly copper, were added
to the soil clover and other pasture crops grew luxuriantiy,
On these pastures stock throve.

The connection stood out. The original tablets contained
traces of copper which the purer ones did not and it was
these traces which benefited the patients who had become
anaemic through lving on meat and vegetables deficient in
copper. Experiment confirmed this hypothesis.

So, elaborate equipment is not always necessary for pri-
mary research as I [ound out when 1 visited Mackinac
Isfand in ihe United Siaies. In a sctilng which resembles
the surgery of ‘Dr Finlay’ of television fame and is today
carefully preserved, Dr Beaumont, a former army surgeon
who was stationed in this lrontier post 200 years age, was
consulted by a French-Indian wapper. The man had been
wounded by a musket ball which had gone through the
abdominal wall into, but not through, his stomach. A per-
manent track into the stomach had formed which provided
Beavment wiath a ready-made means ol observing the
process of digestion; he experimoented with different foods.
Thereaiter for many years the trapper wined and dined at
Government  expense  while  Beaumont  meticulously
recorded the results and kuid the foundation of our present
knowledge of digestion, T regret to add that when the
trapper tired of it all and ran away Beaumont had him
arrested and brought back,

Perhaps this was a lar av from what happened one
Saturday afternoon at FPortland. T was at home when I
recetved an urgent summons 1o the hospital. When I reached
there T found emergency beds in the cosridors and all the
doctors in the town hard at work dealing with people who
were vomiting profusely and writhing in pain. Some were
gravely L

These patients were, I found our, all guests at 2 local
wedding reception. As soon as [ could ger free 1joined the
Health Inspector, who had alveady taken samples of all the
tood eaten at the meal. We focated the cale where the food
had been prepared; it was one of the best cating houses,
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and several surprise mspections had never shown evidence
ol insanitary conditions. So it was on this occasion; every-
thing scemed in good order,

We took samples of bread, ham and wvegetables feor
analysis. Swabs were taken from bench tops and cutlery;
all the staff seemed to be in perfect health, The next day
pathology reports started o come in, The ham sandwiches
remaining over from the meal gave an extremely heavy
growth of staphylococcus aureus germs, but, unexpectedly,
the yemainder of the sume ham in the cafe’s velrigerator
showed no sign of infection. There were no other signili-
cant germs detected anywhere else.

It all Nicted the food poisoning we had seen in the
paticnis. The staphviococcus aureus is known to produce
an extremcly dangerous toxin which can cause acute food
poisoning, but how, we asked ourselves, did 1t get into the
ham sandwiches? We refurned to the eafe and agam ques-
ioned the proprietor. "Was there anvone ¢lse present when
the sundwiches were prepared?’

*Yes’, he said in answer 1o my guery. ‘We were very busy
s we got Mrs . .. te help)’

We descended on the house and interviewed the lady.
On examining her hands we found the missing clue. On
one tinger was a small septic sore; 2 swab tuken from this
showed growth ol the same germ as in the sandwiches.
What had happened was that this woman had inlected the
ham by picking up slices and putting them I the sand-
wiches. This was on the previous davy. The sandwiches were
then put in the velrigerator where, at what was mercly a
cooling temperature, the germs had muluplied freely {the
staphylococcus doubles its numbers every twenty minutes).
When served thenext day they were a veritable time bomb.

Incidencally this highlights the common mistaken belief
that food placed in a yeivigerator is stenlised by the cold
conditions. Some germs are susceptible fo cool conditions
but many living things arc not. T recently had occasion to
check a straw’ of frozen semen used in the artificial -
semination of cattle. Within a fow minutes of being removed
from the tank of liguid nitregen at remperature of minus
270°C, the spormatozoa were swimming freely under the
mi(,f{)&(..()p(?.

The detective work involved in the case mentioned was
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small compared with some of the work that has been done.
Not long ugo a number of cases of typhoid fever occurred
in eastern Englund. The only common factor was that all
the sulfercrs had bathed off a certain beach in one ol the
coastal towns. Food could be ruled out and there had been
no known case of typhoid in this town for many ycars.
The health authorities suspected that it had something to
do with sewage as the main drain [rom the town emerged
underwater off this beach, where bathing was in fact pro-
hibited. Tests of the sewage [rom this drain supported the
supposition. Clearly there was a carrier of typhoid some-
where in the town, but where? The only way to {ind owt
was to ioliow the line of the sewer, lift the manholes and
take swabs. Eventually they came to a place where the
main sewer was clear of infection so they backtracked to
the next side branch and followed it up until they came to
a street. A house to house search was made for somevne
who had suffered from typhoid and eventually an elderly
woman was found living in a house in this terrace who
admitted (o having had typhoid fever a long time ago.
Pathology tests were carried out and it was found that she
was passing typhoid organisms identical with those found
at the beach. She was quite unaware of this fact; fortunately
she had lived by hersell and so had had ne opportunity to
inlect anyone else by preparation of food.

An epidemic of hepatitis in Portland gave us another
difficult problem to solve. Quite suddenly we started
receiving at the town hall one notification after another
from the doctors of the town concerning cases ol infective
hepatitis. Tt soon became clear that these were not sporadic
cascs but a true epidemic of the disease. Each case was
visited at home and the usual details were obtained of
source of food and possible coptact with another case of
hepatitis. The result gave us no clue. There had been no
known contact with a case and food had been obtained
from a great number of different shops. Then we [ound
something significant, each of these school children —
and they were all of that age — had attended the sume
school. Later there were cases in other schools but these
were found to be secondary infections from the original
Cises.

The Health Inspector and [inspected the school. No one
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on the staff there was suffering from hepatitis, the sanitary
arrangements were good, the kitchen was clean. Then it
struck us that none of the boarders had been aifected, only
day students. This immediately made us suspect the school
cafeteria. We found that this was manned by mothers of
the pupils, working on a roster, so we interviewed all the
mothers who had manned the cafeteria. Ar last we found
one mother who had recently come from Melbourne where
she had just recovered [rom hepatitis.

Unlortunately, hepatitis 1s caused by a virus which can
be diagnosed only under the electron microscope and so is
out of the reach of ordinary pathology laboratories, so
we could prove nothing. We had the cafeteria fumigated
and shut up, and asked all pupils to have their meals at
home, leaflets werce printed giving details about the discase
and advising all parents to put to bed any child reporting
any feeling of sickness. Here again we were hampered
because science had not found a simple diagnostic test for
hepatitis in itz early but imfective stage. The only, but
rather mefficient, test we could use was to test for bile
pigments in the urine. This test does not become positive
until jaundice is just about to appear so every day cvery
pupil brought a sample which bhad to be individually tested,
a very laborious task. Anvone with a positive result was
immediately excluded from school, It took a long time to
bring the epidemic under control but eventually it was
mastered and, fortunately, there were no serious cases.

The necessity to be something between a detective and a
prosecuting counsel is something which is obligatory for all
practising doctors, because the hunt lor clues goes far
beyond public health work. Somctimes it involves a hunt
for the cause of a food rash; such common things as tomato
sauce, chocolate, eggs, porridge, aspirin and others have
been found to produce a dermatitis. Asthma'? is a particu-
larly happy hunting ground. Some people also arc so sensi-
tive to pollen and other dusts that a single flower to which
they react can bring on an attack of asthma i brought into
the same room. One school girl was plagued by asthma
until the family cat was banished, another was unable to
ride a horse because of it.

One young married woman patient had extremely severe
asthma which appeared to be precipitated by some unknown
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dust, Skin sensitivity tests were donc by un expert allergist,
These tests are done by preparing a suspension or solution
of various dusts, plant pollens, animal hair, bacterial extracts
and others. The liquid is then lightly scratched into the
skin of the patient, Within a short time a red weal will
appear it the patient is sensitive to the substance.

The patient in question gave positive reaction to o num-
ber of dusts, but the outstanding one was the hen featheys,
This gave a huge reaction. 1 questioned her about keeping
hens; she had none aor did her neighbours,

“What about bedding?’ I asked her.

My mattress and piliow are both of sponge rubber’,
was her reply.

When is the asthma most iroublesome?’

*Almost every night and sometimes duving the day.’

I visited the house one evening. The paticnt was n bed
wheeczing and quite severcly short of breath. I felt sure
thore must be leathers in the room. The mattress and
pillow were certamly of rubber, so the bushand and 1
searched all over the reom but found nothing, Then I
retirned to the bed and again checked the maitress and
pillow, as Idid so a smaller sccond pillow became visible,

‘What 1s in the pillow?’ T questioncd.

“Oh, that. that’s kapok.’

‘Do you mind if T make sure? I saxd.

‘Go ahead’, they both said.

Iborrowed a razor blade and slit it open. Kapok appeared
but I went on and burrowed deeper. There the cause was
revealed; the centre of the pillow was packed with hen
feathers. The pillow was thrown out and from then on the
patient had quiet nights.

Unfortunately this did not solve the problem of why the
patient was affected duringday time. It was only on certain
days that she had trouble, so it was likely that the trouble
came from outside. [ asked her to keep a diary of her
attacks, what time they started, when they [inished, whai
were the weather conditions and so forth. On checking
this with her Juter on i became clear that the typical
attack started on mornings when there was s hot north
wind, When the wind swung round to the west, as it usually
did in the late alternoons, she felt cusier,

We got a map of Portland and drew a line across it
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poiniing northwards. The answer stood out, « large poultry
farm was abour a quarter mile north of her home. The
obvious remedy was to move to another part of the town
but at this time this could not be done, though it was later,
Another temedy was found. The cvening radio weather
forecast was checked, if a north wind was predicted for the
following day the patient used to lesve home carly in the
morning, spend the day with a friend in abother part of
the town and return in the late afterncon. Her asthma
ceased to be a problem.

I saw many asthmatics who had moved to Portland
because ‘the dimate doesn’t suit me’ in their home town.
In some cases, after considerable finuncial foss, they found
that they were just as ill in Pordand, Often this could have
been avoided by an accurate diagnosis of the cause of their
asthma. Many people with asthma or hav fever can also be
greatly helped by desensitising injections against dusts
such as grass pollens to which they react but cannot avoid.
Pollens can travel great distances, dust from the deserts
of central Australia blown up by sand storms has been
picked up in New Zeuland, and plant pollens are much
lighter in mosi cases than dust.

Variations on the theme of reaction to 2 local dust were
common cnough, Whenever anyone, otherwise healthy,
had nocturnal asthma §alwavs suspected the bedroom fure
nishings. One patient with this trouble was [ound to have
skin tests showing a strong reaction to kapok. Her mattress
had been an inner-spring one with kapok lintog so that was
translerred 1o the spare bedroom and encased in poly-
thene sheeting, under these conditions it was considered
to be mnocuous. For a new mattress, rubber was suggested
but the patient, {or some reason or other, preferred to get
one made of lamb’s wool. It was a very cxpensive matiress
but she still had asthma. By this tine a certain amount of
cynicism was colowing my views. Lasked to he allowed io
check the new mattress and permission was granted reluc-
tantly. Aseam was opened and lovely soft wool was visible.
I deived deeply and once again found my suspicions con-
firmed, the centre was filled with kapok,

The importance ol allergy in bronchial asthma is not
generally recognised. Many eminent physicians are uncon-
vinced that it is of importance, so who can blame the
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patients who are not willmg o undergo the fairly lengthy
investigations needed m many cases to reveal the lactor
responsible? How often the response to my discourse on
the desirability of investigating thelr asthma was met by
the remark, ‘I can™t be bothered with all that, doctor, just
give me a bottle of medicine’.

A sceptical attitude towards asthma patients in those
who do not themselves suffer from the disorder 15 also not
uncommon. One ol my patients worked i a joinery works.
A long time after he had been working there he started
getting asthma. He made his own diagnosis, the attacks
always started after he had been making window frames
out ol western red cedar; they never came after conlact
with other timbers. A skin test confirmed his suspicion. 1
gave him a medical certificate stating that he was sullering
from asthma caused by contact with western red cedar and
that he should not handle it aguin. The boss was highly
sceptical about it all. Not long afterwards the boss himself
vame to my surgery. His lace and hands were puffed up
like balloons, his eyves and nose weve streaming. He told me
that a truck of western red cedar had, shortly before, come
into the works, They were short handed at the rime so he
helped the men to unload it. Within no time this trouble
had started.

I said to him, ‘Are vou sure you are not putting it on?’

He stared at me and then woke up, You mean . . .27

Yes, do vou still doubt what I said?’ We both reared
with laughter,

It was not long belore western red cedar ceased to be
used in that works.

Formany years lamily doctors and allergists have puzzled
about the meaning of ‘house dust”. Dust swept up from
within houses has been so labelled; it was usually assumed
that the dust came from hessian and other fabrics used
furnishings, but there was no doubt that some patients
reacted violently to it. Yer tests did not always correspand
with tests of the mdividual nems of furnishings so it
remained anunsolved problem. It was left to a Dutch scien-
tist, Voorhurst, to identity a tinv mite of the genus Derma-
éﬁphﬁ“i*lil?&, which muiimht‘ m;}i{ilx in bedding, as the
probable allergic component of house dust. The wisdom
of the good housewives who regulariy beat their mattresses
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and blankets und hang them out o the sun 1o air was
shown to be soundly based.

The dust mite may be at least one of the causes of that
still nnexplained mystery, “The cot death svadrome’ as
it used to be called; to mc the second most pathetic of all
family tragedies. From time immemorial apparently normal
infants with xmthing more than a singi cold when put
down to sleep, have been found dead in the morning.’
Accidental suffocation, allergic reaction ro inhaled cow’s
milk, and genetic faulis as « cause have all been e%imézzauxﬁ.
There may be anabnormality in vitamin B (thiamine) usage,
and certainly maternal smoking during pregnancy, infec-
tions, drug addiction, und low socio-cconomic statug have
all been incriminated. Present rescarch suggests a defeet
in the brain centre controlling breathing.

Animal experimentation is of litde value, and autopsies
on these inlants have generally been frultless. The incidence
is low (about two per thousand Tive births), but that is lttle
consolation to the unfortunate parents.

It T say that the cot syndrome s the second most
pathetic tragedy in my cxperience, think that the *battered
baby™® is the most heartrending and most difficult 1o
diagnose. This is becoming more und more common in our
cities and big towns. The typical story is that of a young
girl, perhaps sixteen years ofage, brought up in an unhappy
home. Mayhe the parents drink heavily and there arc fre-
quent quarrels. The girl runs away, finds it difficulr to get
a job in a strange city, and {Tings herself at the first accoms-
modating man who comes along. They marry or live to-
gether. Typically he is also young and immature, with
minimal education and drinks too much. All goes well
at first but money is short and quarrels soon start. By the
time the first baby arrives they are {ighting continuously.
When the baby arrives the mother becomes wrapped up
in the child and the husband becomes jealous of .

When the baby reaches the toddling stage things really
become serious. One day the child annoys the man and he
literally kicks it across the room. The mother takes it to a
doctor explaining that the fractured arm or rib was caused
by a fall from a chair. Within 2 month the child is back
again, this time the docior becomes suspicious and has
more extensive Xerays taken which show several unhealed
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fractures.

The cuse goes o court™ as suspected child batterig.
The parents turn up smartly dressed and sav how sorry
they are; they explain how high spirited the child s, He or
she loves climmbing on chairs, they will take more care of
the litile {§a;§uwzzi Tature. The magistvate has his suspicions
but the evidence B not enough o warnant conviction ol
the parents, with placement of the child In a home, the
case is therefore dismissed. Three months later both parenis
are wrrested for willful murder and the awtopsy report on
the dead child is damuing.

How often does this happen® In Great Britam 1t s stated
that “the average dady toll from battering is two deaths,
one permanent brain injury, ten to vwelve requiving hospital
tz‘t‘&izm'm’ !

abortion, u.s;«:% al EB 81 z;zght it H’%cﬁﬁ.ffh SENSE, Utzquemm !’23\}.}1}-,
it is a terrible thing to bring into the world an unwanted
child, but ai the present time no parent has fo rear such a
child. There has ahvays been a demand for babies {or adop-
tion by childless couples. I have been concerned in several
of these adoptions and have vet to sce one that was not
successiul, provided it was a baby and pot an older ¢hild
which was adopted.

It is well documented that qu%ie a proportion ol appar-
ently sterile couples do succeed 10 producing a child of
their own after &(‘.”E{}p‘{tl}g one.

The beliel that i the adopting parcuts were later to have
a child of their own they would cease to caye for the adopt-
ed one 15, [ believe, withoul foundation.

At anvy rate no child need be wnwanted these davs, cer-
tainly in the infaat stage, as ithe demand for children for
adoption [ar exceeds the supplv.'®




CHAFTER NINE
Pieneers and prelates

When we arrived in Portland there were still alive, or not
long dead, people whose parents had been pioneers of the
carly Portland Bay Settlement.

One lumous identity was Captain Fawthrop, former
harbour master. His legendary feat in rescuing the survivors
of the wrecked 8.5, Admella in mountainous seas is part
of the history of Portland.

What is not so well known is the story of ‘Hislop’s
anchot’, still remembered in the Royal Australian Navy.

Hislop, 4 former Portland Harbour-master, was Executive
Officer on HMAS Svdnev when, during the First World
War, the cruiser pursued the German raider Emden for
many months and finally cornered and sank it off the
Cocos Islands. There was a good deal of battle damage and
Sydney’s main anchor had been blown overboard; there
was also wastage through atwrition. When the ship was
paid-off Hislop was presented with a long list of eguip-
ment 1o be written-off. He glanced through it and signed
his name. Many months later he received a signal from the
Board of Admiralty in London stating that he had certi-
fied that the main anchor of HMAS Sydney had been
‘caten by raws’. Thelr lordships requested further details
of this remarkable event!

Harry Flowers was another ploneer. Bighty vears old,
his wizened cager Tace and twinkling cyes always enlivened
the day as he poked his head round the surgery door.,

What tales hc had to telll As a young mman he would
mount his bicycle every vear and set off for northern

25
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Qucensland., There he would start shearing sheep. When
one job fnished be would go on to another, always moving
south, until eventually, nine monihs later, he would arvive
back at Portland. A briel holiday and he would be off again
on thedusty cart tracks of those days. Nowadays his partial
heart-block would be treated with an electronic pacemaker
but Harry was bora too early for that.

Albert Rowe was another old-timer. Few people knew
more about Portland thans him. He had retired and Dived
at une of the local hotels, where one day he overheard a
voung man saying that he wanted to shoot {foxes.

‘Do von know where 1o go?’ said the old man,

ey, can vou tell me?”

Well,” suid Albert, ‘go out along the Bridgewater road
and turn up the old telegraph track for about a mile.
You'll find the place swarming with foxes.’

The voung man cxpressed his thanks and lelt that night
n eager expectation.

How did you gel on? asked Mr Rowe at breaklast next
morning.

‘No good. 'waited all night and didn’t sec one fox.”

‘Strange. There were scores when §was last there!’

Comprehension dawned. ‘Tlow loug ago was that, Mr
Rowe?’

‘Oh, let me see ... Ye...s it must have been about
forty vears ago.’

While not really an old-timer, one ol mv greaiest friends,
Johnny Johnstone, cpitomised early Portland; actually he
was slightly vounger than I was. Brought up in humble
circumstances and leaving school at an early age, he became
one of the most widely read and most skilled craftsmen I
have ever met. While T was writing an historical book on
Portland his detailed knowledge and his advice were in-
valuahle. While carning his living as a commercial fisherman,
he spent his holidavs in mland Australia collecting gem
stones (which he used io cut and polish on a machine of
his own invention) travelling in his home-made, very com-
fortable caravan. Money meant little to him, his real love
was his workshop which at {irst sight resembled a huge
junk heap. Johnny and { used to joke about it. When 1
asked him if he had some unusual and commercially un-
obtainable material which I needed for something I was
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making he would say, “Ah, ves. Ithink that is in Department
X.” He would crawl inte the ceiling whenee would come
the sound of movement. Rather breathless, he would
emerge with just the bit of fiddle-back blackweod or cedar
that I needed. There was nothing he could not make, {even
an unobtainable part lor a damaged wartime RAAY Zciss
aerial camera, He not only made it, but improved on
the original camera,) Some of the hand-made violins,
violas, and cellos which he made are today plaving i Aus-
tralia’s top orchestras. Farmers all over the district came to
him with their machinery problems and he never failed
them. When he died 1 hurried back from India to be at his
funeral; rich and poor from all parts of Austrabia seemed to
be there also. Portland will never be the same to me with-
out him.

Funerals are not always sad. Sometimes they are joyous
as they put someune Lo rest after a triumphal lifetime of
service. T hope this joyousness may serve as an excuse for
what happened to me at a funeral.

The vccasion was a memorial eucharist for the former
vicar of St Stephen’s Parish Church, a man who had served
fuithfully and well for many years. The church was crowded,
clergy from all over the diocese were there, the Bishop was
in his place. As the scrvice proceeded my thoughts started
to wander but were suddenly brought back to earth by the
celebrant announcing the offertory hymn. He was, in facet,
using an ecclesiastical term relating fo the Toly Communion
service, but it triggered off in me a response to the common
sitbation of no sidesman being present to take up the
collection m church, in which case I would usually do it

I looked across to where a friend was sitting on the
other side of the aisle and signalled to him o help me. He
hesitated and then followed me down the aisle. We passed
the collection plates down the first pew and great confusion
followed. Everyoene started fumbling in pockets and purses.
When this was repeated at the next pew it began to dawn
across me, chillingly, that collections are not taken at
funerals. However, we were now committed so we went on,
and finally marched up to the altar where again the cele-
brant looked startled. After the service was over I went
into the vestry to apologise for my mistake. The Bishop’s
comment was terse, ‘Now Pve seen everything'.
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The Bishop, I'may say, was not one whe suffered fools
gladlv. On one oceasion at the Syvnod of the diccese a
rather loguacious gentleman got up after being told that,
by standing orders, his contribution had to be ltimited to
{ive minutes.

My Lovd,” he said, ‘T can’t possibly do justice 1o this
subject in five minutes.”

To which the Bishop, unfeclingly, replied, “Well, you
have new got only four and a half”,

Bishop Hardie’s predecessor in the Sce of Ballarat was
more gecommodating. During one session of Svnod T had
been seated on a hard wooden bench for two hours Iisten-
ing to the debate when my nether regions started giving
symptoms of wear and tear. To make 1t worse, T had not
the shghtest mterest in the subject under discussion. To
case my aching limbs 1 half rose to my feet, thinking that
in my position towards the back of the hall this would pass
unnoticed. Not so; [wasimmediately spotted by the Bishop
from his perch on ii}? dais,

‘Wext speaker will be Dr Vaughan', boomed out [rom
the loudspeukers.

L had to get out of this quickly so I rose to my {eet and
said, ‘My Lord, it was not interest in the subject which
prompied me Lo rise but the hardness ol the seats’

Out of the loudspeakers boomed an order: “Will some-
one please get Dy Vaughan a cushion’

A roar of laughter completed my discomfiture.

In Portland, St Stephen’s Church council used 1o meet
every month to carry out the various duties of church
management. One month the muin discussion concerned
carpet beetles. It was reported that they were devouring
the carpet In the church aisle and the matier was referred
to the church wardens for action. Something had 1o be
done, and though I knew nothing about utzpat beetles 1
guessed that adose of Dieldrin would do nothi ing but good.
One of the other church wardens joined me and we spent a
Saturday with the help ol knapsack spray pumps in delug-
ing the carpets and furnishings, and all places where bectles
might be hiding. We came away well pleased with our
effores.

Shortly after we left two visitors entered the church and
looked around. Qurside they met the vicar.
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Vicar,” they said, 1t%s good te sec the old church again
alter so many years. We used to attend church here, but
we are sorty to see how high church it has become.”

‘High church!’ echoed the vicar, “There’s nothing high
church about it.”

‘Oh, ves there is, when we were 1n there just now the
place recked of meense.’

St Stephen’s Church had been buili over a century
earlier through the initiative of Stephen Henty, one of the
pioneer Henty family. It was a beaurihul building in spa-
ciuous grounds at the centre of the town, and much of the
hisiory of Portland was associated with the church. Religious
miolerance was at its height when St Stephen’s was built
and history records that one of the clergy chased another
one of a different denomination round the tewn on horse-
hack with a whip. No love was lost between rival church-
goers so when Mary Vine died a problem arose,

She was the wile of one of Edward Heniy'’s overseers.
Born a Roman Catholic, after marviage she atiended 5¢
Stephen’s with her Anglican hushund. On her death both
churches claimed her 30 it was arvanged that the Roman
Catholic service should be read by the Carholic priest at
the cemetery gates, the coffin was then placed in the hearse
and taken to the grave where the Anglican priest perlormed
the last rites according to the hturgy of the Chureh of
England. Bvervone agreed that she had been *well and
truly buried’, and just to make sure, a memorial tablet was
erceted in both churches.®

Education was originally in the hands of the church
schools and St Stephen’s ran a {ourishing school for many
vears — f{lourishing in numbers, but apparently not so
successtul in education. The report of the Dispector of
Schoels in 1853 records his indignation on examining the
{irst class: “The bovs especully betrayved the most frightiul
ignorance on the most commeonsubjects . .. on being asked
the name of the mother of our Blessed Lord {they) answer-
ed in a tone of the greatest conlideuce “Pontius Pilate™.”

Netwiihstanding this grave lapse the vicar, the Reverend
James Yelverton Wilson, woeuld not hear of a National
School being established. The report of the govarnment
agent enguiing into the matter read: ‘Called on Mr Wilson,
found him opposed to the National System thoroughly;
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would sooner bring up his children among the blacks as
heathen than send them to a National School’. Needless to
say the reverend gentleman’s opposition was unavailing,!”

S0, the church has rich links with the past but I was
brought back to the present when one Sunday I was attend-
ing a service with my daughter, her husband, and family,
in the little church ai Harrow. Not long before I had had
an operation on one leg, It hurt me to stand still for long
periods, but I found that # I kept moving from one foot to
the othu 1 got reliel. Little Kim watched with interest as
I kept fidgeting. He remembered from babyhood what
happencd when he did the same thing, his mother would
promptly pick him up and whisk him off to the toilet.
The church was very quiet as we stood while the priest
was busy at the altar. Suddenly a piping little voice rang
out, audible all over the church, ‘Grandpa,” Kim tenderly
enquired, ‘do you want to do wees?’

in the USA, I understand, ‘death’ is a forbidden word,
Pets have special cemeteries and are put expensively to rest
there but humans are deep-frozen or embalmed; anything
so long as the pretence is kept up that they are not dead.

Yet is death to be feared? My Papuan and Asiatic friends
do not think so: “There is a time to be born and a time to
die’.

The wheel of life, constantly dying and constantly being
rcborn, is part of the philesophy of both Buddhism and
Hinduism. The New Guinean’s hut contains the skalls of
hiis ancestors into which he whispers because their spirits
arc there,

All the same, T wasafraid of death, not so much of dying
as of eternity afterwards. Maybe Einstein has proved that
there is no such thing in absolute terms as time. But I am
not Einstein and to me a never-ending {uture was {righten-
mg. So when the radiologist showed me the Xerays of my
spine which he had just taken and said, ‘Sorry, old man I
don’t like the Inok of this’, and T saw one vertebra largely
destroved by what looked hkt' cancer, 1 was atraid.

I went home with my mind in a turmoil. I did not want
to die. T had much yet to do. T was {rightened.

I asked God to show me his will as he had done so often
over many years. Then something remarkable happened.
All fear of death completely left me, and in its place T had
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a feeling that T was going to live with a dearly loved friend
with whom [ had corresponded but had never mel. Tlooked
forward, almost cagerly, to seeing him face 1o face,

I was able 1o tell my feelings about death o the ortho-
poedic surgeon whom I consulted; he was an old friend
and he seemed interested in what T was saving,

‘T have often wondered how 1t 3s that some people seem
to get complete peace of mind when thelr end comes, 1
think vou bave explaned something to me)’

He took me into hospitad and went over me rom head
to toe but no trace of primary growth could be lound.
Then he had tomograms taken: these are serial Xeravs
which give a number of views of the part at successive
depths. Later he called me to the viewing screen.

"This 1 extraordinary,” he said, T don’t think this is &
malignancy, @ looks more ke an old Iracture, Are you
sure vou have not had an accident 1o your back?’

Then I rememberod badly infuring my back as a voung
fad, No Xerav had been taken but I must have fractured
that vertebra then. Why it gave pain later 5 not clear but
I have had lidde since, T shall abways be gratelul for that
experience.



CHAPTER TEN
Mystery, murder and mayhem

If there s one trap which every doctor must avoid, particu-
Inly when heis rushed, it is that of jumping to conclusions.

“The obvious explanation is not necessarily the correct
one’ is something which should be eagraved in letters of
gold in the back of his mind, T weuld like to give five
examples of this precept,

Many vears ago the Phillipines had an annual incidence
ol over two mitlion cases of malaria, with 50,000 [atalities.
The Adminisiration was convinced that the source of the
trouble lay in the swamps, brecding grounds {or swarms of
mosquitoes, but enormeously costly to draiin.

Then an American expert visited the country and was
asked for help by 1he Governor-General,

You can get rid of it it vou'll drain the swamps’, said
the Governor-General,

The American demuried; “Lsn’t it possible that the
swamps may not be responsible?’

“They have heen evervwhere else. Why not here,”

The expert insisted and, with grear veloctance the
authoritics agreed to iwestigute further. People were em-
ploved 1o let themselves be bitten by mosquitoes at night
by opening the mosquito neis of their beds; the nets were
then lowered irapping the inscers, These were then dissect -
ed and it was found that one subspecies of anopheles mos-
guito was the carrier. The next stage was to trace where
these insects were breeding. The same technique was used
but this time the rrapped mosquitoces of this species were
spraved with a red dye. A reward led to the discovery that

5} 89
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the red mosquitoes came {rom watercourses where, i the
curves under a caropy of vegetution, the mosquitoes were
breeding in still water. This particular mosquito was already
koown not to breed in open aress, The remedy was inex-
pensive and effective. Au msecticide machine was mstalled
and the curves in the siver straightened so that the v*’gia‘
flowed hriskly, The ceuntry's malarin Jargely died our®®

Buck i Pertland, one day, 2 tradesman whom I knew
well rang me up. Please conme at once, Doctor, | think my
wile has had # heart attack.”

He mer me a1 the gate and told me that be had come
back {rom shopping to find his wile on the laundry floor;
he thought she might be dead. One look at the Tgure ly-
ing on the floor confirmed his fears. Her face was u nusually
blue in colour, possibly due to airway obstruction as she
kit the floor. I knew the husband well, he was 2 zood
sradesmany I had often employed him and worked alongside
him. He was one man whom I could always wrust, and Lich
very sorry for him. ©told him that since [ had not scen his
wife for a long time there would have o be an mguest,
but I was sure thut he would be treated with sympathy
and there would be no trouble. [ informed the coroner’s
office and shortly alterwards the body was removed to the
mortuary. A police officer came [or the kevs so that the
body could be formally identified.

In a short time he was back.

d like vou to see something, Doctor’, be said and
showed me Into the mortuary,

He pointed to the neck. There, v a lold of the skin, was
the weal of a rope, 1 could even sec the mark of the knot.
This womun had undoubtedly died by hanging. A visit to
the house revealed the severed rope.

The hushand was brought to the police station, where
he was asked to make a statement. He sdll stuck to his
story and the police were about 1o arrest him on a charge
af Iﬂl?%i‘{"i{f{ when 1 got permission to talk to him privately.

‘Beh,' {not i‘;';’ 5 T *"E name} I sald, ‘'vou are in real trouble,
Var Wzte has been hanged and you must have taken ber
down. I vou é{mi tell the truth you are going to be
arrested Tor murder.’

He broke down and told how he had come back from
shopping and found her hanging. She had climbed on 2
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chair and then kicked it away. He had cut her down. He
explained that she had been depressed for a long time since
the unexpected death of their son. He had pretended thar
it was a heart attack because he did not want it known
that she had committed suicide. The police accepted the
explanation; all other facts conlirmed i1, he told the truth
at the inquest and was exonerated.

Let language difficulties be my excuse in the next story,
A Yugoslav (I discovered later) migrant could only tell me,
‘Sick, sick’, but to prove the point he coughed into a hand-
kerchief snd demonstrated blood. Examination with a
stethoscope was unrevealing, as it often is in TB cases,
but the diagnosis seemed obvious. He was a Contral Euro-
pean migrant, probably out of a crowded camp, malnurri-
tion was likely, tuberculosis of the lung was the obvious
cause. I sent him for X-ray examination and a sputum test.
The sputum test came back negative for TB and the Xeray
shuwed a fractured rib. With an interpreter’s help the truth
came to light: a log had rolled across his chest on the pre-
vious day. He made a good recovery when properly treated,

My fourth story concerns a call to the local police station
Lo examine a car driver said to be under the influence of
alcohol. This was in the pre-breathalyser era.

The driver, an old man, sat-on a chair, looking ill. His
car had been scen weaving across the road before {alling
down an cmbankment. I questioned him but he was con-
fused and vather incohersnt. He could not explain the
accident but he said that he did not drink alcohol. All the
same when I examined him his breath smelt strongly of
liquor and he failed all the tests for sobriety. Yet somchow
I was impressed by his disclaimer and the symptoms could
be due to shock. I told the police that I was not prepared
to certify him and suggested that they make further investi-
gations. They did and found that the steering radius rod
had become detached rendering the car unsteerable, and
that seme well-wisher had given him a drink of brandy
alter the accident. There was, therefore, no charge.

My last story is perhaps unusual.

The group of students was going from bed to bed on a
ward round at Barts Hospital m London. We were all giv-
ing vur views on a paticnt with cancer of the stomach.

“Tell me, Mr . . ., what is the matter with this patient?’
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‘Sarcoma {a type ol cancer} of the stomach, Sir.’

q see’, said the surgeon, and turning to the next student
hie asked the same question,

‘Carcinoma (1 different cancer) of the stomach, S’

Right around the circle it went, all except the first man
agrecing that it was carcinoma. The surgeon took them all
1o one side. Then, addressing the odd man out he said, ‘Mr

., sarcoma of the stomach is virtually unknown. All
cancers of the stomach are carcinomas. *"The commonest
things arc the things seen most commonly™, you know.’

The latter was a phrase which 1 was often to have lung
at me when, after reading a recent medicul article deserib-
ing some maost obscure condition, my imagination would
run away with me and I would diagnose it when next 1
saw anything resembling 1t

patient died not leng afterwards and an autopsy
was carried out. To the amazement of everybody the con-
dition was found to be sarcoma of the stomach. The

surgeon addressed our expert in mouch more respectiul
tones, ‘Tellme, how did vou come to diagnose that correct-
l.y'_;u

Tegot it in a dream, S, was the reply.

Some things, although obvious, are also correct. One
mstance was demonsirated - to me at sea. A ship had radioed
that she was making lor Portland, that police and doctor
were required. As we went out in the launch to meet the
vessel 1 asked the pilot ¥ he had any idea why both doctor
and police were required. He said he hud heard that there
had been a {ight but no other details were passed on. The
ship was flying the Republic of China (Taiwan) ensign
and an officer was waiting for me at the head of the
ladder. T asked him what 1t was all about, he did not reply
but beckoned me to lollow him. Rather mysiified I followed
him down one stairway after another until he came to a
cabin, He opened the door and waved me across to a bunk,
One lock told me that the man on it was dead. T tested his
pupils and then drew back the sheet to formally check that
his heart had stopped. Then I saw it, the handle of a knife
sticking out of his chest wall, it had obviously gone through
his heart.

We closed the door and went to see the captain who
could speak broken English. He told us that the dead man
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was a bully who had terrorised the crew, onc young lad in
particular was his target. Finally wien he came for him
again the lad had picked up a carving knife ofl the table
and, in desperation, plunged 1t into his hesrt. The man
died mstantlyv. Tt was sad to see the boy being escoried
ofl the ship looking depressed and frightened, in the
cutody of two burly police officers. Since the incident had
happened on the high seus he was sent back to Taiwan for
trial. I hope they were lentent to him, I never heard. As
for me it was hard to sevtle down at wmy surgery desk that
afternoon with the pieture of that knife interrupting my
concentration on coughs and colds.

I murders were very uncommon, suicides were not, One
bizarre attempted suicide was discovered unconscious
hed with an cmpty phenoburbitone botile heside him. He
was in deep coma, only jusl alive, with depressed breath-
ing and purple facial colour. There were a hectic few
minutes while an intravenous drip with the antidote was
staited and an endotracheal tube was inserted, and oxvgen
given.

The endotracheal cuffed tube tsone of the great advances
of recent anaesthesia. It is passed through the mouth,
hetween the vocal cords, well down iInto the traches (wind-
pipe). At the bottom 1s a circular rubber culf which is
inflated after positioning; this seals ofl the trachea and
prevents slomach contents or blood tlowing into the lungs.'

The oxygen being pumped down the tube soon started
to relieve the man’s colour and, with the cull sealing off
the trachea, T was able to pass a tube and wash out his
stomach. The endotracheal tube was coupled up to an
automatic respirator and 1 sat back and relaxed. His
coma gradually started to lighten, and it was obvious that
he was coming round,

Suddenly the whole picture changed. His face went blue
and he started to choke. It was obvious that the tube had
blacked, so I hastily got ancther. T was just aboul to pull
out the original one when a thing like a worm protruded
out of the tube. As T watched in fascination a cigarctte
extruded and as soon as it came out evervihing was right
agamn. After the patient took his large dose of phenobarbi-
tone he had evidently lit a cigaretie which he later must
have inhaled.
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The patient gave us some anxiety with his lungs for a
day or iwoe but then started to vuprove. Meanwhile the
police had been informed, since attempted suwide is a
criminal offence {the only crime in which failure is penalis-
ed and success incurs no legal penalty). I was asked several
times {0 permit the police to question the patient but
refused until I {elr he waswell enough o stand it. Eventually
I told the police officer that he might get a few details
from the patient, but asked him to make it hrief and gentie
as he had been through a very trying experience. The
policeman assured me he would follow my advice. He
entered the roowm and stood at the end of the bed and, in
a voice which could be heard right down the corridor,
shouted, ‘Why did vou do i#t?’

This, apparently was his tactful approach!

1 should have realised that this would happen because
this was not my first contact with this industrious but, per-
haps, not over sensitive police officer. A man shooting
rabbits m a rather off-thedrack p:},rt of the sandhiils came
across a car with two obvicusly dead people inside. He
informed the police and the constable I have mentioned
fetched me. When we got there we found the car with all
windows closed and a piece of hose pipe attached to the
exhaust pipe projecting through from the boot. The man
and woman had made a suicide pact and had died at least a
week previously. My part was to certify them both dead,
which was not difficult as the bodies were in an advanced
state of decomposition. Since the car had been out in the
sun the stench wus tremendous and Twas glad to get away.
The policeman placed both bodies in the bd(’k of the
police van but then decided that instead of returning
straight away to Portland he might as well complete some
visits he had to make to farms in these paris. Wherever he
drove he found that his best friends were anxious to speed
hizs departure and conducted their business with lightning
speed. 1 should have known better than to ask him (o be
tactiul.

The manager of the bank was a {riend of mine, a2 wartime
bomber pilot; he was not someone to exaggerate. So when
he telephoned me to come as quickly as possible I dropped
everything and went. Inside the building a huddle of white-
faced staff were looking with horror at a figure on the
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floor. A spreading pool of blood and marked pallor on the
face of 2 young man lving there mdicated that hosphal
freatment was urgent and he was soon on his way by
ambulance. Fortunately the manager had resisted  the
desive of the others 1o hielp the voung man into a chair and
insisted that he should stay where he was, which possibly
saved s life.

The day before, I found out, the voung man had told
his companions that he did not know if there was a God or
not but he was soon going Lo find o TE‘;{";; thought he
was joking. The next moming be entered the bank, ook
the bank revelver, pressed it over his heart and pulied the
wrigger.

The im;%ti had gowe straight through and {g%d;}pmtcd
outside, It had pdaaf:ai ihrough the left lung but missed
the {zt‘az?. In hospiral, with a blood ?,iamiugmn goring and
the wound sewn up around an underwater drain tube,* he
began to pick up. Fortunutdy no major blood vessel had
been hit so the nuial bleeding soon ceased. An Xeray was
taken which showed the wack of the buller outiined by
carbon particles. We stared at the film. The track appeared
te g through the wall of the lefl venincle, It could net
have done so or he would have died insiantancously ; then
we realised thar what had happened was that, in the split
second when the bullet had pussed, the heart happened o
he in contraction and empty, When the Xray way wken
was {ull and expanded, hence the wrack appeared to go
through it. It had been a very near miss,

Both my partner at the time, Cleaver Keenan, and 1 felt
very much for this voung man, who at the age of ainetcen
had decided o take his Hife. What had driven him 1o such a
siate of despair? I was not for us fo guestion him; when
he wished 1o conlide in us he would do so, but meanwhile
cur job was ro care Loy him In every way possible, which
we did. Howoever it was not long before part of the explana-
tion came to hght. We hod telephoned the young man’s
moiher whe lived in Melbourne, She 4id not seem greatly
concerned and only reluctantly agreed 1o come to Portland,
When she did, she stood st the foor of his bed, looked at
him, said, ‘It looks as if vou are gomg to Lve’, walked out
and wont home.

The voung man did open up. He 1old us how lonely he
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had been and that he could see no fwure, My partner, who
wits nearer 1o s age than T was, told him about the ove

God Tor all humanity and how God bhad given him
snother chance by such extraordinary mearns so that he
couwld enter inte the peace of mind which God had given
us. Furthermore, we both [elt strongly that he had been
spared because God had work {or him to {lz}d

A new peace came mto the voung man’s life, He guve up
his job at the bank, entered a training college, &nd s now a
full time youth worker attached to a church. His sister too
made the same discovery of an absovbing faith.

Ferhaps this pomts to a paradox of modern iife, Sweden,
the country which is the most “hberated” by the Permissive
Society, and is among the most affluent, has also the highest
suicide rate. India, desperately poor as it is, has a negligible
sulcide incidence.

Surprisingly, some gunshot wounds have their humor-
ous side 2% the if}?izm;ﬁa story tokd by the late Dy Henry
Maling shows. One evening Dr Malimg received @ ielephone
call Trom 2 fady who said she had shot herselfl The mjury
rurned out o be alarge hole through the Toor. Henry asked
her how it had huppened. The Iady got up Trom her chair,
pwked up a doubie-barrelled shotgun and explained:
thought T heard a prowler outside so 1 picked up my
husband’s shot-gun and went to open the door, Trested the
end of the gun Like this’, putting the muzele onwp of the
other foot. 8he went on, ‘Smn{*h(mﬂ._ m opening the door |
must have pxz%la’é the trigger’. So <aving she pulled ihe
wrigger of the sccond barrel and bicw a hole through the
asther Fool. Incidentally, thore was no prowler at the door!



CHAPTER ELEVEN
Taking to the air

In 1860 an airport was constructed at Portland and an air
service between the town and Melbourne became cstablish-
ed. An acro club was formed and, since there was a need
i'or an aviatlon medical examiner, I was appointed.

ne day T was examining a voung pilot for the renewal
of h}a licence. He was an E};ptll@ﬂ(,ﬁd piot and as we
chatied afterwards it occurred to me that without actually
cxperiencing the flying techniques he mentioned I could
not really assess the styains on o piot. So barranged to go
up with a flight instructor on the [ollowing week.

Alter travelling in big airliners 1 found the Gessna at the
airport very small. I was shown into the left seat and,
after meticulously checking the plane, the instructor
cliimbed mte the right hand seaf and banged the doer shat,
On my pressing the starter switch the engine started up with
a shattering roar and the whole plane shook. Slewly he
raxied out to the end of the runway, Turning to me
he said, ‘Hold the control column with vour left hand and
with the right p vush the throttle Tully open’.

el | q:nd in surprise.

Yes, vou.’

I did not argue but 4id as he said, In went the throtile,
the engine humw changed to & roar and we started woving
down the runway; as speed increased the ground whizzed
past. Nothing scemed to happon to the control colwmn, I
had not realised that, with dual control, the imstructor was
steering with fool pedals which controlled the direction

Now,” he said, ‘gently draw the “stick™ towards you.'
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[ did so and the banging of the wheels stopped. Glancing
to the side I saw we were [ty leer above the ground and
climbing rapidly. It was a marvelous feeling as we climbed
higher and higher until the ground was far below us.

‘Push the stick [orwards’, the instructor said,

1did so and inmediately the plane was pointing vertically
downwards in a nose dive

‘No, no,” he said, as he righted our pesition, ‘not so
much; do it gently. All aireralt movements must be gentle.
Now twrn the wheel to the right)’

This time I was more cautivus and turned %iow;\ the
planc tipped to the right and swung round in a graceful
curve. Afrer this 1 was completely sold on flving, I also
realised its use i travelling long distances 1o functions, so
as soon as we landed 1 joined the flying club. A medical
exammation fellowed which T passed with case and in due
course y Student Pilot Licence arrived.

From then on every weck saw me at the airport and
every cvening I would get out my textbooks and start
studying the vartous subjects required for the full Private
Pilot Licence, principles of flight, engines, air legislation,
radio  communications, metcorology, navigation, flight
planning and the Private Pilot’s Bible — the Visual Flight
Guide.

The pre-ilight check was ground into me untll it became
second nature, and the warning example was given of what
not to do. This was the story ol a Spitlire pilot in the
Secoend World War whe went out to practise aerobatics
but whose check ol his aircralt was so cursory that he
tailed to notice the mechanic sitting on the fusclage adjust-
ing the rudder. Since the mechanic had his back to the
{ront he also never noticed the pilot until he heard the engine
start. He assumed that the pilot was testing the engine and
went on with his ja)h but a minute or two later he found
himself intheair, The pilot wasfuliyoccupled trying Lo pre-
vent the nose of the plune frem pointing vertically upwards

due to the weight of the mechanic at the back. He managed

to go round but his landing was so bad that the unfortunate
mechanic who was by now hdH frozen fell off. Still unaware
ot his mvoluntary passenger the pilot taxied up to the
hangar and got out to lodge a complaint. Instead he met
the C.0. who gave him the biggest ticking-off of his life!
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Another American private pilot failed 10 notice when he
checked his plane that it had no rudder, his partner had
taken it off the day before to have 1t repatred. When the
pilot attempted to taxi out he found himsell heading
straight for the nearest {ence.

The weekly flights at Portland were a never failing joy.
Rain or shine, just after dawn, providing the visibility was
adequate, the instructor and I would chmb into the air-
cralt and take of{. Up and down, doing take-offs and land-
ings, popularly known as “jumps and bumps”, we would
go on and on for an hour. In time the controls became as
familiar as the pedals of a car. Then there were the emer-
gency procedures to be practised — fire, engine [ailure,
{orced landings, recovery from a stall or spin.

The weeks slipped by until one morning my wife, un-
expectedly, decided to accompany me to the airport.
When I arrived there 1 noticed that the airport engineer
and various ollicials of the flving cJub were present but
thought nothing of it. I got into the aircraft with the
instructor and off we went for the usual circuit. How-
ever, on completing the landng roll the mstructor instead
of telling me to taxi back and start agam said, ‘Okay, stop
her'. I did so and he got out.

Standing on the ground he said, “You are on your own’,
and banged the door shut.

Slowly T taxied back and took off. Climbing up I was
too busy to think about if but when [ came to the cross
wind turn I glanced at the seat beside me, for usually at
that point in the circait onc or other of us had a comment
to make, now I saw the empty seat. It gave me a very
queer, lonely feeling, up there in the sky on my own for
the first time; T wondered whether having got up I would
be able to get down again in one piece, I need not have
worried, the movements had become so automatic that
landing was no problem; as it happened, by a lucky fluke,
I made the smoothest landing T have made before or since.
I taxied back fo the apron feeling veryv much relieved and
was greeted by the instructor, my wile, and all the others
who had come out specially to see the ‘old man’ go solo. I
think the relief must have shown on mv face.

Many pilots have told me that their first solo flight had
affected them in the same way; I do not remember ever
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feeling lonely in the air again except on rare occasions when
impending darkness or clouds closing in and wrhulence
tossing one about like o cork made me realise whai an in-
significant dot Twas in o hostile sky.

Alrer more practice solo [lyving 1 passed the Tight rest
tor the Private Pilot (Restricied) License, allowing Iocal
flying only, also the theoretical examinations,

In the cowrse of the navigation excrcises which Follgw-
ed I had to [y in and out of Melbourne airport. This wasa
complicated procedure, so, when I heard 1hut one of the
other trainees was abhout to do his flight into Melbourne, 1
asked for a seat so that T eould watch the procedure. This
was not as difficult as T had anticipated, and we came
stothly and with Ditdde delay. Then we took off for the
return trip,

It was a lovely sunny afternoon; we clesred Melboume
and started moving out into the couniry. I was sitiing in
the back seat working out savigution problems when
suddenly the engine stopped. Tsuw the pilot going through
the Forced lunding drill, Down we went and T oould see
that he was making for o large bavficld. I tightened my
seul bell, put awayv my bouks, and praved rhat there would
be no iree stumps among the hay, The trees on the
boundary whistled past, then suddenly the engine roured
into [ife agam and we climbed back on our course. When
I got mv breath back T turned towards the pilot, tapped
him on the back and said, "Whatever happened then?’

He lvoked swrprised and replied, "Oh, we were just prae-
tising a foveed landing!”

My {irst training Tlight nto Moorabbin arport was for
e an excitnygg occasion. Mooribhin s Melbourne’s secon-
dary airport and covers nearly all light asireraft oallic. Ir
is, 1 believe, the busiest ;urpu;t in Australiz, having dasing
the peak howrs over two take offs or fandings per minute
on its runwayvs. To us brought up in the country where
there might i}c twor or at the most three abreraft in the gir
ar the one time, Moorabbin resembled a swarm ol angry
hees. The awrport tower controller long ;‘1%;;'; gave up all
hope of controlling inward raflic; identification by the
mward-bound plime s reguired on emermg the control
zone and agaln on turning on to base leg, alver that §}ﬂi¥§1
the pilot [inds his own way down. On my st {light in,
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Family welcome to son Michae! (dark glasses) and seif after 1,500 km
flight from northern Australia.
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when we were half way down on final approach, anotho
plane suddenly cut in beneath us Torcing us o go round.
On the next occasion as | was nicely lined up on {inal
approach I teok a quick glance rownd to see if there were
any other afreralt in the vicinity and was horrified to see
something white just behind us. I waited breathlessly for
the crash but nothing happened. §looked again, it was my
_own tail plane!

A week or two later 1 had finished all the navigation
exercises except the final solo flight into and out of
Melbourne, The downward flight was uneventlul, the radio
formalities went without trouble, and the landing at
Moovabbin was easv. I parked the aireralt, had lunch, and
prepared to returm. Golng into the briefing office I got the
[atest weather forecast and read through the NOTAMS.
These notices to airmen give dav-to-day instructions about
unususl conditions en route. [ saw nothing which applied
to me so I sat down and worked our my flight plan and
entered it on the official form. Afier handing it in approval
was given within a few minutes and I boarded the aireralt
and took off for home, A short trip across the head of
Port Phillip Bay and [ was over Willlamstown, then came
the corridor. The corridor is a strip about a mile wide and
five miles long. All traffic {rom Moorabbin has to keep
within this corridor to avoid getting entangled with the big
jets entering Tullamurine or fighter aireraft flving inta
Point Cook. T was relieved when Ileft the corndor behind
me and settled down for a comlortable flight home away
from heavy air traltic, Bacchus Marsh was just coming up
when suddenly there was a deafening engine roar. I thought
the propsiler must have {allen off| letting the engine race,
so I immediately pulled the throttle back and prepared 1o
make an emergency landing.

Before sending out an emergency call on the radio 1
thought I had better iest the enmine once mere, so 1
gingerly opened up the throttle, To my astonishment the
engie purred into hfe, running smoothly. It was Incredible
bBut there it was, I opened up power and [lew back 1w
Portland without any trouble. All the way home I puzzled
over that voar. It was only as I gathered up my papers at
the end and Iooked again at those NOTAMSE that T lound
the answer: Pilots flyving near Bucehus March are warned
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ol RAAF fighier exercises over Bacchus Marsh South’,

I had taken no notce of that warning because my f{light
path was several miles away from Bacchus Marsh South
but evidently some fighter plane had considered 1 was
coming too close and had dived on me from behind. It
was the roar of his engine, not mine, that I had heard.

With the navigation exercises completed and all cxamina-
tions passed, the restrictions on my Private Pilot Licence
were lifted and T was now entitled ro {ly the awcralt types
{or which the licence was endorsed, anywhere in Australia
under visual {light rules. All atrcraft movements are mon-
itored by Alr Traffic Control (ATC). In our state the [light
controllers at Todlamarine airport know the position of
every aircraflt in Victorian airspace. They communicated
with us and we with them by radio-telephone and mvari-
ahly I tound them cowrteous and helpful, but 1 did not
realise how accurately they knew my position when I was
in the air until one day when I was fying out of
Melbourne’s Essendon airport bound for Fortland. Just as
I was about to take off they directed me to alter my route
and make [or Rockbank beacon and turn there on to my
track. T was not at all sure that T would recognise the
beacon, a winking whire Hight set on top of a low tower,
coming [rom this unfamiliar angle, so I asked for radar
guidance. ATC confirmed this and gave me a compass
course to steer. After some time flying over houses 1
spotted the beacon ahead. As 1 came up to it and was
starting to turn the loudspeaker in the aircraft boomed out,
Papa Uniform Mike {my call sign),*' you are over the
Raockbank beacon’.

Quite early on while 1 was having {lying training, John
Belfield, my son-in-law, deared and levelled a paddock
on their farm, turning it into a good airstrip, 2,500 leet
long. From then on if weather conditions were favourable
week-end trips to Harrow breought 1t within an hour’s
flight. However, after 4 time [ became irked by the necessity
to return toe Portdand before dark, and on a couple of
occasions only just sneaked n at the last rays of dayligh,
so I decided that the time had come to leamn night {lying.

For flying at night an instrument rating was required
which involved blind {lying training. The usual training
atrcraft was used bul a cloth screcn was attached inside
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the windsereen completely shutting oot all sight of the
outside world, The mstructor of course was not screened
si» he woulil taxi the plane down 1o the end of the romway,
{ace 1t up, and then hand over. With my oves ranging {rom
the compass, to guide me down the middle ?1;11: of the
vunway, the abrspeed indicator, to tell me when to ify
oil, T would open the throitle and of 1 we would go. Once
off the ground the nexit instrument 1o be includ ed in th
survey was the ariilicial horizon. Thiy lundamencad Jmtzu-
ment for night llving has o floating bar which represents
the horizon, 1t is always kept horizontal 1o the ground by a
gyrosvepe 1o matter what position the airovaft s in. It can
be visualised by a child’s tov top which always spins ver-
tically no matter how the surface on which it spins s oilr-
edd. The vest of the diad is fastened to the plane and moves
with 11 so by comparing the two the pilot can tell whether
the plane 15 rising or falling or whether 1t is furning to lefy
or right. Constant practice was required to acguire Tamili-
arity with this busic and.

We would climb up to sbow 3,080 leet and then the
instructor with his dual control cquipment would turn the
plane inte all sorts of attitudes, nose up or diving down, a
climbing turn to the vight or a descending one w the left
and s oon. It was my job o inferprot immediately the atti-
tude ol the plane from the dashboard msiruments withour
being able to see outside, and to take thoe correct action
1o hzmg it level. My eldest grandson who was lving with us
had a passion for accompanving us on these flights, He,
with a favoured friend, would olimb tnto the back seat
under stricr mstructions 1o become mnvisible and naudible
while [ threw the plane all over the shy, [was sure an firg
thul one of them would be sick down the back ol my neck
but neither of them ever was.

in due course the instructor became satished with my
performance and the next phase of training, actual nighr
flving, was started. After dark we taxied out 1o the end of
the runway, no hood this thne, and took off i the divec-
rion of the town, 1L was o lovely night and the town spurkl-
ed with lights; I found it ahiogether fuscinating and quite
easy except that I tended to land rather high. Next week T
nad another lesson. This time we took off in a direction
away from Portland i total durkeess. While cimbing up
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my atiention was-concentrated on the engine tachometer
and airspeed indicator. As we reached 500 feet the mstruct-
or turned o me and said quietly, ‘Have a lock at the
artificial horizon’. Idid so and sccording 1o iU we were in a
steep turn to the right.

‘That’s crazy,” I said, “Twould feel it il we were turning,
there must be something wrong with the AHY

Il vou don’t belicve the instrument, look behind vou
at the runway lights’, was his reply.

I did so and saw the hights apparently up in the sky. For
a punute I became quite disorieniated and it was only the
effect of traming which made me comrect the atiitude of
the plane. It taught me how easily a pilot, untrained in
instrument flying, linding himsell with no honzon, would
lose all sense of position and would scon spin to his death.
Statistics show that such a pilot, trapped in cloud, huas on
the average less than one minute 1o live,

The final test [hght belore T was cligible for the instru-
ment [icense was to be a night [ight to Essendon, then
Moorabbin, then buack to Portland. The weather forecast
was good and the wnsiructor and I set off after dark, [lew
into Essendon, and took ofl for Moorabbin. Then we ran
into trouble in getting a clearance. By the time we took off
1t was quite Iate, and when we were half way home it was
blowing hard and there was great twhulence. Melbowne
confirmed that we were in a cold {ront. It became more
and more stormy and the plane jumped about so much
that T could hardly hold the control column. We cleared
Port Fairy and headed out to sea towards Pordand, Time
went on and we could see nothing; total blackness where
the lights of Portland should have been showing up. I think
the instructor began to get worrled, I certainly did. It was
long after the calculated time of arrival and I began to get
a horrid feeling that I might have missed Portland and was
flying out to sea. Just then we both sighted a faint glow
tur aliead and the directinnal compass came to life with the
needle peinting siruight ahead. I was never more glad than
to see the runway lights coming up, and signed off our
Hight with a good-night wish to the {hight controller,
which he reciprocated. My wile who had been weorrying
because 1 was three hows overdue was egqually velieved.,

Flight testing proved satisfactory and I got a Class Four
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Instrument Rating which enabled me to fly at night. The
first job was to make it possible to take off from Harrow
at night. Tt proved casier than expected. The awrcralt was
taxicd to one end of the paddock then John went down to
the far end and placed a lighted hurricane lamp on a fenee
post in the centre line of the strip. All L had to do was to
stecr for the lamp and 1t off when {lying speed had been
obtained. Then a complication arose after this had worked
successfully on several cccasions.

One evening I had {lown to Harrow with a {riend after
getting a goud weather [orecast from Air Traftic Conirol,
After a pleasani dinner with the family it was time to go.
We climbed in and ook off. As [ got to about 1,000 fect
T was startled to see lightning flashes across the horizon
far ahead of us. [ announced my departure (rom Harrow
to ATC and got back a puzzled enguiry.

‘Haven’t vou kad the latest forecast?’

“The one T had said light breezes and clear visibility’, I
replied.

“That has been revised, there 5 thunderstorm activity
between vou and Portland, I would advise vou to turn
back and land’, said the distant voice.

This indeed gave me {ood [or thought; I could hardly
explain 1o the controlier that if 1 did turn back I could not
land; Patricia and John had gone indoors after seeing us off
and the place was in darkness. Then I thought of Hamilton,
fifty miles south-east of us; there was a good atrport there
but would anyone be available to turn on the ranway lights?
In my most nonchalant voice I told ATC that Lhad decided
to make for Hamilton and asked them to get the runway
lights put on. ‘Roger’, was the veply.

We made For Hamilton with all speed and, to my reliel,
saw the lights come on. Landing, I taxied rapidly to the
parking area, got out guy ropes and secured the plane. Five
minutes later the storm hit us. It was a come-down to have
to telephone my wife to fetch us in the car, but better that
than coming down in several pieces in the storm.

Freda used to fly with me sometimes but found the
rather cramped space in the Gessna uncomfortable. On the
other hand she did two things which Ielt required courage;
the first was to accept the encouragement of DCA for
wives of pilots to learn how (o bring an aireraft in to lund
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in case of sudden disablement of their pilot husbands while
flying. She took several lessons but fortunately her flying
skill was not put to the test. The second thing was her own
idea, she decided te experience aerobatics. The standard
wmodern aircraft used in civil flving is not designed to stand
the strain of acrobatic manoeuvres so Freda sought out a
good friend of ours who took her up in his Tiger Moth,
carefully strapping her into the open frent cockpit clad
in helmet and goggles. They climbed te 3,000 {eet and
then the pilot in the back seat spoke to her over the head-
phones in her helmet, *Are vou ready?’

Freda nodded and a lew seconds later the horizon dis-
appeared and she was looking straight down at the ground
as the aircraft built up speed in a dive. The wind in the
rigging whistled and the plane roared downwards until
with a sudden pull on the joystick it scared up and up, a
bit more and it furned over in a loop. Not to be outdone
Freda called back, "That was marvellous, please do it again’,
which he did.

When they landed the pilot undid the safety harness,
which had stopped her [rom falling out when the plane
turned over, and satd o her in rather awed tones, ‘You are
the mosi senior lady who has cver looped the loop with
me’.

Since Freda was nearing seventy the implied compli-
ment was, i my view, fully justified!

Actually Freda wasn™ my oldest passenger. A neighbour
and friend was celebrating his ninetieth birthday. He was a
hale and hearty old gentleman so I asked him il he would
like to see Portland from the air. With alacrity he seated
himself in the Cessna and we took off. It was his {irst air
flight and he was thrilled. When his next bivthday came
round I asked him if he would like to see Portland at night.
Again he was entranced until I turned to make mvy descent,
with the double row of runway lights stretching away
below us. Then he became silent. After we had landed 1
asked him i he had been worried as we came in.

Yes,” he said, T saw the hights and thought you were
landing on the wharf?’

Awful thought! Though a case 13 on record where @
pilot mistook street lights for the runway and landed.



CHAPTER TWELVE
Life on the ocean wave

One of the most important discoveries in the history ol
Australia, the thing which was fo turn hey inte one of the
great agricultural producers of the world, was an ornament
in a city office.

A block of petrified wood” had long acted as a doorstop
in the Sydncy office of an ter-sland trading firm;
thousands ol people had passed it every vear without giving
it a second glance, but when Albert Elis came 10 relieve
his father temporarily as manager he looked at the orna-
menl more than once and what he saw startled him, This
wits not wood, it was almost pure phosphate rock.?? Dis-
creet enguiries revealed that it had been left bebind by 2
traveller whe had visited Naure Island. Ellis, who knew the
Pacific ares well, realised that i Naura had phosphate
deposits it would be no help 1o him as the island was a
German possession, and a German {ivm held the mining
rights, but, he reckoned, Ocean Island which was nearby
and was a British possession might well have similar
deposits. On the niglt of 8rd Mareh 1900, Ellis secretly
hoarded a cargo ship which carried him to Occan Island.
What he fouand there confirmed his guess, the istand was a
vast phosphate deposit, He bought the mining rights from
the King of Nauru for £50 and so began the mining enter-
prise, jater to be known as The British Phosphate Com-
mission {BPC), which was to bring, ilogether with its
counterpart on Nawru, cheap fertiliser to Australia —
millions of tons of it — for the next eighty vears.

Adl ef this was only of academic interest to me when 1

108
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visited Melbourne in March 1969, My wife was in Europe
with a sister who was gravely ill when the opportunity
came to get o locum 1o take over my practice if T wished 1o
take a holiday. T jumped at this unexpected opportunity
but was undecided where 1o go. It occurred to me that it
might be possible 1o travel on one of the Burns Philp liners
as ship’s surgeon on their Papua New Guinea run. 1 made
enquiries only to {nd that passenger traffic by sea 1o
Papua New Guinea was a thing of the past.

Standing on the street in Melbourne after hearing this
suddenly had a thought: “Try the British Phosphate Com-
mission’,

The Commission ran twe ships carrving [reight and
passengers between Geelong, Nauru, and Ocean Island. Tt
was not g very hopelul idea because T knew that there was
a long waiting list for ship's surgeons on this route, but 1
mierviewed the Shipping Manager, and 1o my delight found
that the doctur engaged for the next voyage had had 1o fai]
out 5o I got the joh.

Ttook the precaution of telephoning the previous ship’s
surgeon and asked him what equipment was on board.

You need not worry,” he said, she is well equipped.
There is an electric auriscope and a sphygmomanoncter
in the sick bay.’

‘But what about surgical insrruments®

Burgical instruments’, he repeated. T don’t think there
are any, what do vou want them for??

I was dumblounded. *What happuens if there is a surgical
cmorgency such as acute appendicitis when we are at sea?’

‘Oh," he said vaguely, ‘1 suppose yvou would make for
the nearest port.”

‘But i there is no port anvwhere near?”’

‘Well then,” he said rather shortly, “yoal just have to
keep him until you get 1o Naury, they have a good hospital
thore,

The thought of ‘stting on’ an acute appendix for five
days or so appalled me so I took with me a bag full of
instruments. I need not have bothered; when I did o tour
of the sick bay 1 discovered stowed away under a bed a
very nice operating tuble and, in a cupbeard, sterile drums
ol dressings and a complete set of instruments. I complered
the vovage without having to disturl them.
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It was a gloomy day when I climbed the stairway to the
officers’ quarters on M. V. Triaster as she lay at her berth at
Geelong. T was dirceted to my cabin which 1 found consist-
ed of a comlortable sitting room, sleeping cabin, and bath-
room. 1 duly reported to the Master, who was rather
cautious in his wanner, I think his experience of previous
ships’ surgecons was not altogether to his liking. Later I got
to know him well, spent many pleasant hours with him
and we became good [riends. He was 4 youngish man, only
recently promoted from Chief Officer, and had a reputation
for discipline and fairness. The medical examination before
signing the ship’s articles was perfunctory and I duly swore
obedience te the Master and noted the dire penalties
imposed by maritime law if [ offended.

After turning in that night I was only vaguely aware of
the ship’s engines starting up around midnight. When 1
came out on deck next morning we were well out to sea
but still in sight of the southern coast. All that morning as
we passed up Bass Strait we could scc the spidery forms of
oil pumping platforms sticking out above the sea. The
extent of this undersea oilfield was apparent by the long
distances between these oil rigs, some of which were out of
sight of land. The oil and natural gas were, 1 was informed,
pumped ashorc through pipelines. It must be a strange life
for the crews of these rigs, isolated as they are in the
turbulent storms of Bass Strait with the ever-present danger
ol explosion or collision by ships.

For the next couple of days we journeved up the coast
of Victoria and New South Wales to Cape Byron near the
Queensland border then altered course to pass through the
Solomon Islands.

I found my duties were to conduact 4 sick parade twice
daily, after which I was leflt to iy own devices unless
required for emergencies,

The voyage across the southern Pacific Ocean took ona
haleyon flavour. Each morning 1 would spend about an
hour in the sick bay but saw lew patients, those that came
needed the minimum of attention. Then I would proceed
1o the bridge, which had been made free to me by the
Master, and there join the navigator with whom [ became
friendly. He was a highly intelligent young man who was
saining seagoing time while sitting for the various ‘tickets’
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concluding with “Master” and ‘Extra Master’; at the same
time he was studving for a degree In science. I was very
interested to learn something about marine navigation and
he wanted to know how an aireraft finds its way. My {riend
was typical of the new breed ol marine officer, hall scien-
tist and half seaman. The old type of captain, relying on
navigation methods and sea lore which have altered little in
two centuries, 13 well on the way out. Electironic devices —
radar, sonar, satellite direction finding, inertial navigation
and positioning by usc of Omega — all these require a new
type of scaman. Thus in modern ships the former solitary
Elcctrical Officer is replaced by First, Second, down to
Tifth and Sixth Elcctricians. Triaster was not autornated
to such an advanced degree but had more instrumentation
than 1s usual in a ship of her size. Part of her role was to
supply metcorological information from the rather infre-
quented parts of the Pacific where she journeyed; for this
purposc she was equipped with high precision instruments
for measwring wind velocity, air temperatore, huwmidity,
sea temperature, and ocean drift. Al this data was coded
and transmitted by radio to Australia at intervals each day.

Sitting on the bridge, while my friend kept watch as the
ship ploughed her way through sparkling blue scas with
sunshine and cool breezes, 1 was well off indeed. I can
understand why the old mariners used to think of their
ships as living beings; a well found ship hus an atmosphere
about it, she grunts and squeaks contentedly as she pushes
her way through the water, the distant rumble of the
engines is like a cat purring. Compared to the rat race of
everyday Iife this was paradise indeed.

Alrer morning tea on the bridge came my daily visit to
the radio office; situated high above the officers’ quarters
this was a spacious room. I soon found a [riend in the
radio officer. 1 was at this time praciising morse code in
order to qualily for a higher aireralt instrument rvating and
‘Sparks’, when traflic was slack, kindly gave me morse
practice. It was interesting how easily and automatically
he read high speed morse; while transmitting and talking
to me he kept the loudspeaker connected to his radio
receiver, and a continual burble of morse traffic could be
heard. Every now and again he would bresk off conversa-
tion with me and reply Lo some transmission for the ship
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Workers' guarters, Nawru.

Life with ¢ Anleyon flavour.
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and then reswme conversation with me, all without effort,
Sparks’ was sn Englishman who had been on the Nauru
run {or some time. He was married, and hved with his
family in Geelong. He liked this ran, as did several other
ufficers because afror the three 1o four week vovage they
would have several duvs at home before they Iefo agan,

Lunch wus a luxuricas meal, be.umi.ii’aﬁ} cooked and
attentively served and U mude full use of the opportonity
for a stesta alterwards and soon got rid of my tiredness. A
visit 1o the engine room on g ship s something I very much
Iike and Friaster’s was no v:ampimu, flight after fhight of
shining steel staivs led down inte the bowels of the ship
where the big diesel engines filled the aw with their
cacophony of sound. Tt was hot down there and the
engineers wore little and dravk copious quantities of water.
The Chiel Engincer was not altogether satisificd with his
engines; il only ‘they’ {meaning the Company) would do
this or that all would be well, He had reasen {or concem
because both Nawra and Ocean Island had dangerous
anchorages and engine fatlure there could be disastrous.

The evening surgery usually brought hittde, a cough or
sotre throat, a hbeadache or some vague symptoms which
on further questioning revealed that the patient had been
reading the Reader’s uz.gas{ and thought he had cancer,
which he was relieved to hear was not the case. The cock
had cut his linger with a carving knile, that was soon fixed;
then u greaser came in with a long tale about vanous vague
complaints which hoiled down to a hope that he could get
a day’s sick leave, mv stocks fell when be was told thore
was nothing domg.

After this pale reflection of work at heome it was time (o
change for dinner — a superb meal and one at which 1 got
many sidelights on the slands 1o which the passengers,
schrol teachers, business men, BPC officials, and others
were returning. Most of them liked life there, the BPC had
excellent social facilities, including swimming, tennis and
other games; life was not exacting, even il the heat was.
After dinner I sometimes joined the Capiain or the Chief
Engineer lor a chat in their cabins; very pleasant and relax-
ed evenings, and so to bed.

A few davs out and the Solomon Islands came s view.
These steamy tropical islands ten degrees south of the
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Equator looked picturesque in the morning sunlight.
Guadalcanal showed up to port, San Cristobal to starboard;
Santa Ysabel, Malaita — what memories of the Sccond
World War they recalled. Below these smooth waters what
an armada of sunken warships e, relies of several of the
bioodiest engagements of the land, sea and air war between
the allied forces and the Japanese; the ‘green hell” was still
grecn but no longer hell. We passed through the channel
and once again left land behind us. A couple of days later
Nauru came i sight.

We drow alongside the island and secured to one of the
huge buoys which are anchored there. The island shelves
so steeply into very deep water that construction of a
wharf is impracticable; even at anchor there is tension and
a constant watch is maintained in casc the wind swings
round. Any onshore wind is a signal to pull out immediately,
and the rusting skeleton of a large cargo ship on a ledge
nearby is a silent warning. The Nauru pert health and
customs launch soon arrived and, on the completion ol
formalities, passengers were taken ashore. The unloading
of cargo into barges commenced. This was completed
during the morning and the ship was then warped alongside
two huge shore gantries; cantilevered arms swung out over
the holds and with a rumble of conveyor belts pulverised
phosphate rock started to cascade into the waiting helds.

The Captam and I were invited to lunch on shore with
the BPC manager, after which we were driven round the
island. Apart from a small rim of habitation round the
cdge the island is one huge mine. The phosphate rock ex-
tends [rom the surface downwards for about five or six
metres into the crevices of the coral which forms the island;
when it has been dug our utter devastation remains with
innumerable coral pinnacles and nothing else. Within a
compuaratively few years the phosphate rock will have been
exhausted and the island will then be valueless; there is no
soil and nothing can grow there.

The remoteness of Nauru stood oult. A mere dot, about
twenty-two square kilometres in area, It and its nearby
neighbour Ocean Islund existed in the vastness of the
Pacific Ocean, almost on the Equator. This geographical
location had made it into “The richest island in the world”.
Back m prehistoric times these coral reefs became a rest-
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ing place for millions of sea birds in transit across the
ocean. Their droppings created this vast mound of guano
between corzl pmnacies; now massive mechanisation is
used to {ill an endless line of waiting ships taking fertiliser
to varicus parts of the globe, especially Australia.

For each tonne of rock shipped out Nauru received a
rovalty which was distributed Lo the islanders, so that at
that time the annuzal per capita income was in excess of
$4,000, and Nauruans have large families. With this golden
rain [rem heaven why should any Nauruan work? Few
Nauruans would dream of domg so; cheerful Gilbert and
Ellice Istanders do the manual work;smiling Chineserun the
shops and a handful of Ausiralians manvage the engineering
and teach in the schoojs. Even to {ish is too much treuble
s cormorants have been trained like lalcons to catch lish
and bring them to land {this is not a Ripley story, 'watched
the proceedings myself). With so much money on hand the
Nauruan is hard pur to [ind means of spending it. The
goverament decided that the local huts were not in keep-
ing with Nauru’s dignity and built western style cement-
sheet dwellings, The Nauruans now live out of doors and
use the new hot and airless houses to store the grand pianoes
(which few cun plav), cleciric dishwashers which are not
used, and similur prestigious articles! Cars are popular
money-spinners; 1 all the istand’s 2,500 cars and motor
cycles were to turn out on the ninetcen kilometre circalar
road it would give an impressive picture but that is all,
there is nowhere to go. No Nauruan ever repairs a car, it 1s
much cheaper to buy a new one. A story circulating there
told of one gentleman who returned his brand new
Mercedes to the car agent, “This car is no good’, he com-
plained. ‘When I do ninety {m.p.h.} in second gear it makes
a funny nose.’

Everywhere there were memories of the war. The
Japanese navy seized the island euwrly in the S8econd World
War, heavily fortified it, and constructed huge underground
living quarters, hospitals, and ammunition dumps, together
with an airstrip. The Americans, wisely, did not atiempt to
take the island; they isolated it by sea and air and lelt it
to wither, The prodigious slaughter of nearby Iwo Jima
Atoll proved how wise they were because, seeing the rusty
anti-aircrafi gans and naval heavy artillery still there today,
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one can sce that the island was virtually impregnable,
There 1s now.a reguler air service, using the wartime strip,
by Fiji based aircralt. A young woman pilot is also a fre-
quent visiter, as she flies second-hand aircvaft from the
USA to Australia. It requires courage and skill of a high
order to iy these long distances over water in Light plunes,
I would like to have met her.

Loadmyg completed we weighed anchor and departed
for Ocean Istand. That cvening I was reading in my cabin
when there was u knock on the doors outside were several
men, one of whom was holding on to his chin,

‘Good evening, 5ir,” said the spokesman, ‘one of our
mates has hurt hig jaw.’

I examined the man, ‘hurt’ was the understatement of
the day; he had 2 complete fracture of the lower juw.

‘How did this happen?” I enguired.

A chorus answered me, ‘He slipped on the engine room
stairway’.

It sounded rathor rehearsed and, when I examined the
man later, T became more convinced that it was, he had no
bruises anywhere else. I climbed the stairs to the Caprain’s
cabin.,

‘Good evening, Captain,” I said, ‘T thought I had better
tell vou that one of the greasers has a broken jaw.’

‘Which one?” queried the Captain,

I mentioned the name.

‘Oh, him, T'll bet there has been a drunken brawl and
semeone has clocked him.’

He knew his man, because we soon found that this was
correct.

‘What are you going 1o do?” asked the Caprain.

‘Not much that I can do’, I replied. ‘Tl tie his top and
botiom jaws together for the night and sedate him. I think
he should be put ashore on Ocean Island tomorow.’

T quite agree’, said the Captain. “This is not the first
time he has been in a fight. Lhope it will teach him a lesson.’

Next morning | took the man to the British Phosphate
Commission hospital, a very well equipped and efficiently
run place with two young British medical officers.

To splint a broken jaw is not an easy matter; it is usually
done by bringing the broken ends together and then hold-
ing them in position by twisting wire between teeth on
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both sides of the break. When we came to examine this
man we found that his teeth were so decaved that they
would not hold a wire, 50 1t was decided {o extract the
teeih, make a dental plate and fasten this across the break
by wiring it to the jaw through holes drilled in the bone,
There was only onc problem, none of us knew much about
dentistry nor anvthing about dental plates. A visiting dentist
from Australia kept his cquipment in a cupboeard in the
hospital so we decided to raid this. We got it open, found
some plaster of paris and a metal impression tray, made up
a mixture and pressed it on to the jaw. Nothing happened,
the plaster refused to set. A top level consultation then
took place and it was decided to use the plastic compound
which the dentist used for making dentures; unfortunately
there were no instructions on the packet and none of us
knew the right composition; however, not to be daunted,
we muade what looked like a good mixture and pressed It
on, The patient by this time was getting tired of holding
his mouth open, but we encouraged him with many words
then went off and had Iunch.

The Senior Medical Officer had a pleasant house on top
of ane of the small bills which surrounded the township.
While we were lunching T remarked, as a music lover, on
the superb Japunese sterco oquipment which be had. His
wite grinned at her hushand and remarked about an event
that had happened a few nights previously: the doctor and
his wile were sitting on the verandah enjoving some delight-
ful singing {rom one of their records when the telephone
rang. One of the engineers who lived about a quarter mile
awany was on the phone.

Bill,” he said, ‘do vou mind turning up the voluome 2 bit
more, [ can’t guite catch the wordsD

Returning [rom funch we found that there was only a
slight hardening in the cast, so the doctor said to me, "You
don’t have to hang around here, take my car and have a
Iook around the island’.

Ocean Island is only a small pluce, perhaps a ecouple of
miles across, so I had a delightful afternoon on the beach
and touring the island. T returned about £.00 pan. to find
progress bui not [irmness in the cast so [Thad another look
round the island. By 5.00 p.m. the plate was reasonably
firm and under general anaesthesia the Senior Medical
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Officer drilled holes in the jaw and threaded wires through
them, the fracture ends came nicely together and were
firmly splinted. By 6.30 p.m. the patieat had come round
from his anacsthetic sufficiently 1o permit carrying him on
a stretcher to a launch and so o the ship which lowered
a lifeboat and holsted us up that way.

The captam of Trigster was well known for his mainten-
ance ol sirict discipline so 1 was somewhat apprehensive
about wmy arrival on board at 7.00 p.om.. when he had
given instructions that all the ship™s personnel must be
aboard by 5.00 pan. I need not have worried, he compli-
mented me warmly oo my devotion to duty, a tribute
which I gracelully received; little he knew how 1 had
actually spent the alternoon!

A ghmmering of what seamanship was all abouwt was not
the ouly thing I lfearnt on Traster. Until 1 went on this
voyage I had never washed a shirt, in fact T had always
assumed that the expertise necessary to carrv oul this
mystery was something reserved exclusively for the lemale
sex. I learnt differently on Zwaster. On the sccond day
out I asked one of the officers where the laundry was. He
led me to a room full of washing machines und steam
dryers.
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Whe doos 177 Dasked.
You do’, he replied,
In the face of my comprehension he explamed the
- process ol putting derergent and water into a washing
machine and how 1o wash and rinse the lothes, T owas
astunished that such a simple procedure had escaped me ali
these vears. Even at the cost of a few scorch marks T ean
now wash and iron o shire with the besy,

When the vovage ended I oreceived my Seaman’s Dis-
charge Certificate, It read:

COMMONWEALTH OF AUSTRALIA

MNavigafion Aci
CERTIFICATE OF DISCHARGE
Master’s Keport:

Eificiency
{As boathand

Chornsber General when applicabile}
Yery good Yery good Very good

I tressure that in memory of three weeks af seal



CHAPTER THIRTEEN
Needles to car jacks

Many years age a couple whom I attended had a spastic
child. The effect was disastrous. Although the father rose
to a very high position in public life the mother virtually
became a recluse and visitors to the home were not wel-
comed.

Forty vears ago the cause of spasticity was obscure. Cer-
tainly it was assoclated with the trauma of birth, but the
likelihood of it being due to haemorrhage was dismissed.
Brain haemorrhage at birth, it was said, always resulted in
death, and any baby which swrvived a difficult birth was
unharmed. Then I read some writings by the American
neuro-surgeon Sharpe. Sharpe came to the conclusion,
after careful autopsies, that the mlants who died had large
brain haemorrhages but some who lived for a while and
then died had haemorrhages of lesser extent; tracing thew
histories carelully, he found that all of these had shown
signs of shock, then known as asphyxia pallida, at birth,
He concluded that there must have been survivors who
were left partially brain damaged by lesser degrees of
haemorrhage. In the face of great opposition, he per-
suaded an obstetrician to let him put this to the test by
lumbar puncture — inserting a needle into the spinal canal
of all newborn infants with asphyxis pallida. His surmise
was correct; nearly all of these babies had heavily blood
stained spinaj fluid. Further work indicated that free blood
teft in the spinal fluid of such babies blocks the {iltration
rnechamism of this fluid, thereby causing {urther brain
damage. Repeating lumbar puncture day after dav, he
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found that the fluid gradeally cleared and these children
grew up normally.

I decided to carry out this procedure when, afier o
difficuls labour, an infent born to one of my paticnss
showed the typical signs of asphvxia pallida. There was
marked palior, shallow and jerky breathing, and the muscles
were [accid, T had never done a humhbar puncture onsuch a
tiny infant and [ound it very ditficult to gauge how far in
the spinal needle had gope since W was designed for an
aduti. However, eventually it tapped the spmal canal and
fluid started to deip out — almost pure blood. The luile
babyv was handled very gently und the next day he, for it
wis a boy, was sbﬁbiﬁ better. Fortunately for me the

father held o responsible position in a hypodermic needle
factory and he arranged to have a very small lumbar punc-
ture needle made to my specifications. With this it was
much easier to tap the canal. On the next day the fluid was
still blood stamed but lightened after being allowed 1o
drip for a lew seconds. So it went on day alter day; each
day the blood staiming was less until, after about ten days
the fluid was normal. That child grew up 1o be 2 finc
healthy voung man. From then on every similar case of
brain b dpz‘ﬁm;hdge at birth was treated in the same way, I
found only one other case as severely affected as the fiest
one; he too made a perfect recovery, [ never again had a
spastic child bom o any of my patients.

Iroprovisativn also came in when a very small buby was
born prematurely. The baby weighed somewhere between
twenty-four and rwenty-eight ounces and shviously requir-
e treatment in an ncubator, which we did not possess.
flowever, the matron at that time had special expertise in
the nursing of premature babies und when she pleaded to
be allowed to care for this tiny girl and we considered the
fong ambulance trip Lo ?ﬁeiigmxme {this was before the
davs of the air ambulance) it seemed right to hand over the
mlant to her. An incubator was needed straight away so
people were sammoned {rom all wver Portland and the
problem was put to them; carpenter, clectrician, radio
technician, all were nvolved. Within a few hours we were
all admiving the Purtland incubater, a neat rectangular
wooden hox with glass d finished In white automotive
lacguer. Inside was a raised alumininoy wray for the infant,
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which was clecirieally warmed under thermostat contral
An ox-RAAF cockplt thermometer gave a visible internal
temperaiure reading, @ moior ovele petrol union served as
an exyeen inlet and radio valve cans made gnod ventHators;
cgg cups saw to hwnidification! With the devored care of
tho matren the iizi}f girl grew steadily and is roday married
with a fumily of her own. As lor the incubator which, 311
remember &119"%11_, cost thivty shilfings, it served iézz‘* necds of

muny premature bables until it was vetived I fovour of o
shinimg porspex Insuleor costing probably one huandred
thmes as much,

At this stage § would like 1o diveri {rom this narrative
for reasons which will later become apparent. Just over a
century ago in 2 village in Nowva Scorti a hﬁ“ﬂ@ bBoy was
born who was destined to revolutionise the world’s com-
munications and, of more impoertance to me, o become my
tather-in-law. His name was Frederick George Oreed and
the family tradition was that one ol bis ancestors had heen
an oificer in the British Armev in the former North American
colony. When the Briush forces were defesied by the
colonists under George Washingion, some of the wroops
who had bhecome used to conditions in the New World
decided (o emigrate (o Nova Scotin rather than refurn ta
England. One of these wasa Creed and he and his suceessors
§}:{Ats;§£ farge land owners in this now land, Then disaster
struck, One of them became a compulsive gambler whaose
ek ran out and, o pay bis gambling debis, had 1o sell
everything, 8o it was that when the veung Creed arrived
the i{m}iiv fived in poverty. j‘!;_}hh wias inuv{i for him in the
Western Union Telegraph Compuany in wh %h he eventually
became an operator on the wansatlantic cuble joinmg the
USA and Canada via Nows Scotia to England, This had a
repeater station and his work consisted ﬁi FeOeving InCon-
ing signals from either end and re-transmitting them onwards
in morscende under armplilied power. It was & monotonous
job and as he tapped awav ke wondered if a machine could
not be dovised o record the ncoming sigrais on papsr tape
and re-tvansmit them, He succeeded o making the Greed
Movse kevboard porlorator {Troma second hand cvpewriter
bought for [fteen shillings)., This was followed by a
suecession of machines: the Creed High Speed Printer in

particolar galned the atention of the wold press when o
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wen o compelition to transmit over the telegraph line the
entire set up of the Dady Mail from London to Manchester
in part of une night, so that it could be published simul-
taneously w1 both cities. Telegraph transmission rese from
the thirty words per minute of the skilled operator to
600 words on the machine., His memory 1s cnshrined in
what used to be known as the Creed Room of most of the
world’s press where their telegraph equipment operated.

Creed, his wifc and fomily later moved to London, and
Creed and Company of Crovdon with its factory emploving
600 men and women making telegraph machinery, became
well known, When T first met him he was working on his
last machine, the Teleprinter, which with its associated
network Telex has revolutionised modern telecommunica-
tions. Creed was a born scientisy; the family used to tell
how on one cccasion when he and Mrs Creed were travell-
ing by steamer up the 5t Lawrence River in a fog jus
betore dawn, the ship collided with a rock and came to a
sudden stop. Frightened passengers immediately rushed on
deck; not so Creed whao was woken [rom sleep by the crash.
He walked over o the cabin basin, [lled 11 with warter, saw
that the level was not altering so that the ship was not
sinking, returned to bed and went to sleep again! In private
hie he was a kindly man and I became very fond of both
Mroand Mrs Creed.

In 1925 T was a student at St Bartholomews Hospital,
London. In answer to an appeal from a socul weliare
organisation in Islingten an old school friend and tellow
medical student joined with me i the rupning ol a club
for stum boys. These were tough boys and after moenths
of battle and persuasion we were making little headway.
When riot and mavhem became too fierce we would
enforce discipline by knoecking heads together, but this we
realised was hardly the way o win friends aund influence
people. In this quandary we appealed 1o the Buperintendent
whaose answer was, ‘What yvou need s somerefining [eminine
influence; I know a voung nurse, il put it up to her’,

So it was that one evening we were joined by a tall slim
figure, just of! duly, i3 her nurse’s uniform. The effect on
the young toughs in the club was electric. In their sordid
world of slum  tenements and crowded alleys such a
glamorous figure was like a visitor [rom cuter space. Freda
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Creed [rom then on could do no wrong, Under her watch-
ful eye gumes went without a cross word, drill was worthy
ol the Brigade of Guards, and when owr Neo-Delphian
oracle spoke there was absolute silence.

The boys were not the only ones to pay attention and
when we were Invited 1o play tennis with the Creeds
we were not backward in accepting, So it was that when 1
walked up the aisle of St Mary’s Church, Addiscombe, {our
vears later to claim my bride, mv old school {riend and
Islington colleaguc was my best man. Even this was not
without incident. In those days I drove a sports model
Austin 7 {my future father-indew had put his foot down
and said that if T wanted to marry his daughter there was
to be ne more taking her on my motor evele), My friend
drove with me to the church {from our lodgings on the
other side of London. Clad in his best suit he opened the
door 1o get out, caught his trousers in the catch and tore
out the seat. The bride vaguely wondered, with her mind
no doubt on higher things, why it was on this lovely day
the best man had 1o wear an old raincoat throughout the
service!

Frederick Urced was a genius n things mechanical, He
had a fertile brain and was constanily fncreasing his range
of invenfions, at his death there were over {ifty patents
registered in his name. When I was passing through London
in 1957 he asked me to accompany him to an office in the
city of London, This wus the headquarters of one of the
great mternational oil companies which zlso ran a [leet of
ships. Some time betore Creed had worked out a design for
a ‘Seadrome’. This had a large platlorm supported high
abuve the occan on three huge hollow legs, cach ol which
had an air buoyancy tank at the base adjustable so as o
keep the platform stable. The idea was o anchor a chain
of these seadromes across the Atluntic Ocean where they
would serve as repeater stations for the transatlantic sca-
planes.

S0 when we visited the city oflice it was by invitation
of the oil company which had read an article by Creed
about his seadrome in one of the marine engineering jour-
nals. I waiched as he spread our his plans on the desk of
the Marine Superintendent and explained the details.
Round the table were a number of engincers who gues-
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tioned him ciosely about every detail of his nvention, As
Creed and 1 left the building he was in high spmi s feeling
that the company would certainly take up the project,
bur 1o his surprise and ‘}'_'5:{;3{30&1&11 ent they turned it
down a few weck

[
>3

ter, Time and progress were also
acaimst him in other wavs: hefore the cable companics had
finally  decided to go in for these very costly vepeaier
stations, the invention of the transistor had mude it possible
to build transistorised repeaters into the cable itsell and
mulil-ongined airliners made %“;ﬂdnts ohsolete,
It was, therefore, wnh mixed feclings that my wite and
I stood on the headland at Pertland many years later and
waiched the first off-shore oil drilling rig > enter Australia
come Inte the port, towed by a qmm mé from Japan
“where it had been constructed. Ilooked at 1w ar (l my mind
went buack to that city office in London with those oil
company engineers so minhutely examining Creed’s sea-
drome. There it was before us, the glani triped legs and the
placform on iﬂp just as my father-i-law had drawn it He
“.u’i patented his design lor the eriginal purposes but the
thought of an ol drilling ug, had never ocewred to him,
the od m;m; iy got his enginecring skill free of charge.
All that was ancient hmmr\'; now 0 was thme o stop
day-dreaming and get o work, The drilling rig was tech-
nicaily a ship and as such had to be boarded and the crew
examined. The poert fsunch took me out and 1 looked for
the stairway to climb up but there was vune, While 1 was
wondering how 1o get shoard a crane swung out from the
platform 170 fect above and down came a steel rope with
a motor tyre at the end ioside a rope net. A voice from
ahove invited me e come aboard, [ hate he n{hfa and would
have welcotaed any oxcuse not (o go up. Actually there
wis no need: if there had been plague or other serious
disease on board the victim would have died or recovered
during the three months’ joumey {rom Japan. For that
maiter the standard of public hiealth there is so high that 1
never needed to guestion theilr reports which were always
clesr and accurate even if the English used was somctunes
rather quaint, One medical report m which the Japanese
doctor wished to miorm me that he had told the patient
not Lo drink alechel said that he was forbidden o drink
‘spiritual Hiquor’. Incidentaily a German shipping line was
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D rig af sight, Enough power to supply o lavge town.

i
i

Freda with hey father, F.G. Oreed, fnventor of the Teleprinter; and
the Seadrome, foverunner of the modern od rig.
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more alarming; at the foot of the account which T had to
sign in triplicate for medical expenses it read: “To the
Agent; one copy of this form to be forwarded to the Com-
pany together with the Hquidation of the sargeon’.

I crawled mside the net, sat on the tvre and held on.
Seconds Tater T was whisked up, swinging in mid awr like a
pendulum; the launch seemed a long way below as the
crane swung in to deposit mc on the helicopter landing
pad. The platform scemed very big, like a smuall playing
lield; the cabms, galley and recrcation rooms were first
classy there was a power station on beard powerful enough
to supply a large-sized town. The examination of a crew of
healthy men did not tuke long and 1 prepared to disembark.
The deck officer told me the way to go down was not to
get mside the net, if it Tell I would be trapped, T should
stand cutside and hold on, Nothing would have induced
me to follow his advice, I crawled mside. Hall way down I
saw below me a television cameraman about to [ilm the
intrepid doctor descending so I stood up like a man instead
of a coward and demonstrated how calmly 1 took it. It
locked quite inpressive on the TV screen later. My shaking
knees were not obvious.

The oil company worked on the south coast for several
months, put down a number of test bores but failed to
{ind o1l in commercial quantities.

In 1968 I was joined in the practice by Professor William
Davey, Dr Davey was an older man who had specialised in
gastric surgery and risen to be the head of the Gastro-
enterological Surgical Unit of the Whittington Hospital,
London’s largest hospital; an examiner for the Royal
Coliege of Surgeons; a Hunterian Professor of the College,?®
and the author of a surgical textbook. Attracted by the
opportunities in Australia he accepted my invitation to
come to Portland.

It was a joy to walch his neat and Bloodless surgery and
I gladly handed over my surgical cases to him and went
back to the practice of anaesthesia. Anaesthetics had altered
a lot over the years, the old chloroform and ether had long
since gone and intheir place anaesthetists used a cocktail of
many different agents which combined to take away the
unpleasantness of the older drugs. The usual sequence was,
and is, to glve an opiale injection in the ward which pro-
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duced a state of drowsiness. In the operating theatve »
needle would be inserted inmto a vein 2nd thiopentone in-
jected, this produced uneonsciousness within seconds.
Immediately afierwards a relaxant drug would be injeeted
which pavalysed the body musclies inc %ii(‘ﬁ‘s? the respiratory
muscles, As soon as the patiens stopped breathing an endo-
travheal tube woeuld be inserted into the trachea, as already
ibed, and this would be coupled 1o the anaesthetic
machme, which from then on controlied the patient’s
broathing.,  As tiﬁ.{: hosprisl equipment became more
sophisticated, 2 cardiae monitor was mmstalled which gave
an glectro-cardiograph reading of the patieat’s heart action
thrsughout the operatio

In the old an ;i("it?ii’ﬂi. :'%:ss;img relaation of the patient’s
muscles, something essential in muny oporalions, was
obrained by saturating the patient with cther or chioroform;
henee the long recovery period for the elfects of the anaes-
thetic 10 wear ofl, In the modern method very little anacs-
{netic is used, just enough to keep the patient unconscious,
and relaxation is procured by repeated mjections of curare
or 1s later modifications, Curare is a relined version of the
old wrow poison used by g};‘i}%’;é‘iiw tribes in warlare; ot

paralvsed the person bt §*x he arrow. Now B has been
care .§m§3- adjusted and turned o good use, With this tech-
nigue the anaesthetist can contrel the state of the patient
with precision. At stages when deep relaxation s ;‘frgi*éwi
maore relaxant 18 injected, while at the close of the opeora-
won it s allowed to wear off so that the patient leaves the
table with [ull muscle power and rapidly rerarning con-
IO USNCSS.

Being intevested In the minutise of surgieal technigues
T arranged for a car rearvision muror (0 be mounted in the
centre of the overhead operating lght, theough this 1 counld
see all thal was going on Drom my seat al the head of the
tubile, A lively discussion between us often followed as the
speration disclosed interesting or unusual fmdings. In fact
this became such a habit that it persisted when my tam
came to go under the inife. 1 had unwisely lifted o heavy
weight which caused an inguimal hernig, so T asked Will 1o
fig it for me,  rarely ke medicmes of any kind, nor even
Aspirin for a headache, so the usual pre-anaesthetic injec-
twn of Pethiudine sent me soundly 1o sleep. 1 have only 4
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vague recollection of being wheeled alonyg corridors and
lifted onto the operating table. Unfor m.utdy Wil was mn
his most cheerful meod and passed the time of day with
me while T could hardly sce hun ijuougu my b imny ey ces.
There was 2 slight sting as the local anaesthetic injection
went i, then I retwrned o blissiul Sae‘:i_}. A few minuies
later a cheerful voice woke me.

Obligque muscles are good, 1t isn't @ big hernia)”

‘Fine’, § sard and Qla'pL

Tust doing the Taneer slide’, woke me agim

My opinion of Mr Tanner was anything bur fuvourable,

‘Bassini repair compicted’, roused me once again.

Finally, "That’s 1, last suture going i’

Thank Gaod,’ § said, ‘now a fellow can get some sleep.”

Imadea 1‘1,:?1 rECOVery.

Will and Loften talked over ditficuli operations together.
One ol these concerned an ciderly Indy with Paget’s disease,
This bad weakened one femur which finally fractured spon-
tanecusly, Anorthopacdic surgeon had inserted a Runtscher
pail — a half inch thick rod of stuinless steel alloy — which
wis passed down the bone cavity helding the broken bones
wogether. Too carly weight-bearing had however fod 1o the
natl bending and the [emur had now set e o V oshape
which made her | ‘f‘g useless, Oue orthopaedic surgeon after
another had told her that nothing could be done. She con-
sulted Will and he talked it over with me. There seemed
only one possible sclution — simultaneousiy to rebreak the
fracture and straighten the nay and the femur, bul this
would require ¢normous pressure. This led to the idea of
using a hiydraolic car jack.

To the evident disapproval of the thearre stafl, who
clearty did not consider car jacks proper surgical eguip-
ment, the operation was arranged, A bheavy board was
brought in on which the jack was mounied sideways. Two
webbing bands, well padded were passed round the leg on

cach side of the delormity and round the bourd. The bands
were tightened uatil the hewvily padded end of the jack
rested against the skin. Someone was deputed to monitor
the pulse n the foot to make sure we were not mjuring the
artery. Under ansesthesia the pumping oif the jack
commenced. I shall not forget the horrified look on the
faces of the nurses as the pressure mereased. Suddenly
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there was a loud crack and the leg started to straighten.
The pressure was immediately released; the leg was splinted
and the patient returped to bed. For a couple of days the
ltmb was closely watched but there was no sign of arterial
or soft tissue damage so the operation was repeated. This
time the bends in the femur and naid were straightened and
the limb put up in plaster. The patient made a full recovery
and resumed walking,
The car jack has been honourahly retired.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN
India

Over thirty years had passed since we came to Australia.
We had been ubsorbed in the life of the community, owr
family had grown up around us — three children and ten
grandchildren - we had taken Australian citizenship, Then
m 1973 a letier arrived which was to alter our life radically.

Gordon Brown, an Adelaide architect, wrote inviting
Freda and mysell to atrend an international conference o
murk the completion of the complex of buildings which he
had designed and supervised in construction {or the Moral
Re-Armament Training Centre [or Asia at Panchgani, India.

I first came across Moral Re-Armament {(MRA) In Papua
in 1935 when, originally prejudiced against it on the
strength of hearsay stories, I became impressed by seeing 1t
practised. I became convinced that this was the programme
of Christianity in action which I wanted to follow, Over
the years, in Australia, the UK and USA, everyrhing I saw
of MRA strengthened this conviction. But I was curious (o
see how it thrived in a non-Christian world. I knew of
Rajmohan Gundhi, grandson of two oustanding Hindu
statesimen, Mahatma Gandhi, the ‘Father of Indian Inde-
pendence’ and . Rajagopulacharl, ndependent India’s
first President. How was 1t that he was lcading this move-
ment, along with prominent Parsees and some Muslims and
Buddhists? Freda was not able 1o accompany me but 1
took a month off and flew out.

Bombay 15 not the ideal entry point for India: hoet,
crowded, noisy and dirty, it is a shock 10 the Westerner un-
accustomed to beggars and pavement dwellers. Six willion

133
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people subsist in a city with proper housing for two million,
and the depth of human misery Is very great, We did not
siay there long but caught the Deccan Express for Poona.
Here we saw a differcot side of India, its superb raflway
system; the tramn pulled oot of Victoria Terminus right on
Lm‘m S0 ‘am()Oiil;‘y that at lrst | was unaware that we had
started. The stattons flashed past as the wain gathered
speed; each one with its signulman leaning out of his cabm
in an old world gesture of waving a green {lag to confirm
his all-clear signals. The traffic on the hne was heavy and
we passed traip after train on the multiple tracks as we
staried to climb up into the Western Ghats. Poona was
reached on time and we sct of! for Panchgani m a car, The
highway wound ifs way over three mountain ranges belore
it reached our destination, and on the way could be seen
some of the real India with its nnumerable mud-walled
villages and small towns; lor at that time 400 million
peoplie, B0% of the pupm ation, lived in the rural are

The country was in the grip of drought at that ume.
Two successive monsoons had {ailed und the elds were
hare and scorched; village wells had dried up and in some
places people had 1o walk several miles to get drinking
water. It was a time of great suffering. Reliel took the
form of roadworks and all along the highwayvs were diver-
sions where new culverts, bridges and road n-ldc.l}iss.g were
under construction. Whole villages, men, women and child-
ren were working on these projects without payment, but
one good meal per day was provided and this kept them
alive.

After crossing the first two mountaln ranges out of
Paona the road climbed up the Passarni Ghat, twned a
corner and there on the hillside stood the modern build-
ings of Asia Plateau, the Moral Re-Armament Centre.
People {rom many parts of the world gave all the new
arrivals o warm welcome. Indians, Malaysians, FEuropeans,
Australians, Japancse, North Americans and others, many
in their national dress made a colourlul sight, Mr Frederik
Philips, Charman of the multational Philips Electrical
Company, newly wrrived with his wife from the Nether-
[ands, formally opened the auditorivm, the most modern
of its kind in India. Here were bulldings of @ very high
standard, constructed by Indian craftsmen, paid for in full

8.
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The Indinn tractor.

Planiing rice.
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Road construckion.

by the gifis ol over 32,000 people — many out of great
sacrilice — vet not one cent hud been paid in bribes nor
had anv material been bought on the black market,

I have attended innumerable conlerences, professional
and otherwise but this one was dilferent. Thore was an
abserice of theorising and academic talk but an abundance
of first person experiences of how the philosophy of MRA
had worked successfully; in industry, from top manage-
ment to shop fleor worker; In international diplomacy;in
farmuly {euds; and 1o racial hatreds. This wus no diffevent
from the events recorded at MRA gatherings in the Western
world which Thad attended. Racial differences and religions
barriers ceased to exist. T was enormously impressed at the
umversality of this experience of the guidance of God and
its officacy.

The conference ended all too soon but I staved on for
a few days to ponder over what § had seen and heard. Then
one marning o my time of meditation the thought came
to me clearly and compellingly: “You are to retive frem
practice in Australia and give the rest of vour life to India.
In this you are to take no action without the [l and inde-
pendent support of your wife who is not to be pressured in
any way.’

This was a startling thought. There was certainly a need
at Asiz Plateau; the doctor who was there was due to
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return o England, but was I the right man for the job? [
was sixiy-seven vears old, it was thirty years since I had
practised tropical medicine and 1 knew [ittle about India.
Taking my notebook I collected together some of the
Indian MRA leaders and read out what I had written. They
asked me all sorts of questions about my health and that
of my wife and our circumstances at home, then uniredly
we asked for God’s guidunce. Tt came to each onc clearly
that this was right; Rajmchan Gandhi went further in ex-
plaining that age was not a liability in India; unlike in the
West, it was an asset as there was respect for age. With this
assurance ! gave [urther thought to the practical issues
involved. Apart from wondering how Freda would rcact
to the suggestion that she should pull up her roots and
leave our {amily and start a new life in an unknown
couniry at her age, there were other problems. T had no
investments put aside and my property did not seem very
farge, vet as full dme workers in MRA we would not only
receive no salary but would support oursclves. I had also
taken on the education ol two bovs whose parents were
net well off. Both had done well at school and won scholar-
ships and both were about to start degree courses at ani-
versity where they had been granted places. How would 1
continue to support them at this most critical stage of
their carcers? Then 1 thought of my secrctwry and my
bookkeeper. The former had been with me for twenty vears,
the latter for ten, both had served me lovally and [ {eared
that other jobs might be difficult for them to find. Finally
I realised with dismay that T would have (o give up tlving.

I retwrned home and told Freda all about 1t It was a
challenge to her but unitedly we asked for God’s direction
and both ol us felt that this was right. Then things started
to happen; the former Liberal Country Party government
was replaced by Labor wnder whose education peolicy
tertiary education fees were met and a living allowance
given to undergraduates — this took care of the two boys.
A sule of our property brought in much more than we had
expected. The office problem solved itself, the elder secre-
tary claimed the pension and took up part-time work
which she liked; the younger one suddenly becume enguged
and 1 was privileged to give her away at her wedding, The
sale of the aeroplune gave us enough lor our lares to India.
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India looked very different on returning nine months
Later. There had been heavy monsoonrains and the country
was green with rice, maize and other crops; the spectre of
starvation had receded inio the background. Asia Platcau
too looked very beautiful, the grounds gay with hibiscus,
bougamvillacas, cretons and other flowers; the cleanli-
ness and perfection of the place struck wme afresh as it
does all visitors. In this drv country the archiiect had
planned the upkeep of the grounds by recycling all the
liquid domestic wastes through a purification plant into
water points for the gardens. Monsoon rain too, alter the
reofls had been cleaned, was piped into underground tanks
thus providing a pure drinking waier supply, confirmed by
bacterial analysis. Later the ecological cmphasis was
carried further by solar heating of water and later again by
experiments on selar cooking,

Below the Centre is the laym, surrounded by {ields of
maize, sorghum and lucerne — all Todder for the dairy
herd. The original Jersey cows were donated by Australians
and serviced by frozen semen from Jersey Island. In addi
tion to milk production Asia Platesu stock 1s used in o»
cress breeding programme designed to improve the standard
of wvillage cattle. Poultry and eggs keep the Centre weli
supplied. Manure and litter are fed into a bilogas digester
which produces methane gas for heaiing chicken hrooders
and for milk sterilisation. The solid waste is used as high
quality fertilizer on the land, Vegctables and fruit alse
provide their guota.

The land falls away steeply from Asia Plateau to the
broad valley of the Krishna River, one of the sacred rivers
of Himdu lore, Tiny terraced plots of rice cling to the slopes
which are otherwise bare and eroding rapidiy. A century
ago this country was densely forested; now every stick
has been removed in the insatiable quest for firewood
for cooking. Down in the valley it was a different story;
thousands of small fields were green or golden with crops
while every mile or so a mudwalled village dotted the land-
scape. This was the real India and it was very picturesque
indeed but, beneath the surface, life was hard. Most of our
workers lived in these villages and as I got to know them
and their famnilies I marvelled at their courage and uncom-
plaining outlook; not for them anti-depressant drugs; sleep-
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MRA Centre, Asi

Plateau, Panchgani, Distant view.

View of Centre from hillside. On vight (ouf of picture} suditorium,
conference room, dining halls. Krishna valley in the background.
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Asia Plateau, main dining hall. All the furniture made by local car-
penters.

Carpenters,
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ing tablets were never requested; their blood pressures
would make an insurance actuary coo with delight and
weight problems were 2ll on the side of how to erease
weight never how to reducce it. Yet here I saw things which
had largely ceased in Portland [ilty vears ago: typhoid
fever and other intestinal infections and worms from m-
sanitary conditions, conjunctivitis and bronchitis from
smoke-lilled houses, cuts and abrasions neglected and
covering the body in sores; scabies was almost universal,
virulent diphtheria abounded, pulmonary tuberenlosis was
still the ‘white death’ here. T soon found myself using
simple remedies from my time in Papua thirty-live years
before, things which I had almost forgotten in the sophisti-
cated conditions of Portland, but which were invaluable
here. I remembered how successiul the sulphonamides had
been when we first used them in Papua and wondered if
they would work here. They did und do, only rarely are
antibiotics necessary.

Cost, of course, was a factor. Owr policy was o aveid
hand-outs as encouraging rresponsibility and at Asia Platean
where we have no government subsidy and are entircly
dependeni on gifts and contributions we have to be careful
about expensive drugs il cheaper alternatives are available.
All the same, when some highly specialised and expensive
treatment for our workers has been necessary we have
paid for it. The treatment of two such cases recently cost
several thousand rupees but unexpected gifts came in just
at the right time and we were able to meet the accounts
promptly. Each of our workers is asked to pay ton paise
for consuliation and supply of medicine; this is equivalent
to one cent Australian currency, but to them it is a sum
not to be lightly spent. Needless to say, most prescriptions
cost many times this amount but pharmaceutical lirms in
India have been helpful to us so we get by, The patient’s
{ee preserves his dignity, he pays for what he gets (or
thinks he does!),

Before leaving Portland I tried to dispose of my practice
but was unsuccessful. Some of the equipment I sold, but
for much of it there was no market so we packed it and
despatched it by sea to Bombay, feeling rather apprehensive
about the crushing Customs duties which evervone told us
would be charged. Months passed and then I was directed
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by Bombay Customs to present the appropriate docu-
ments and claim the baggage. Freda and I arrived at the
docks armed with lists and a letter of intreduction o the
Collector of Customs from the Director of Asia Plateau,
Mr Mathur. Our ten steel cases were identified and
assembled before a rather curt Customs officer; then 1
presented the letter from Asia Platean to the oflicer n
charge. R.D. Mathur has a gift for descriptive writing and
in the letter he had really let himself go; I found that we
were people of venerable age who had thrown away fame
and fortune to serve the poor of India witheut salary or
reward. 1 was greatly impressed, having no idea we were
such fine people, and its effect on the Cusioms head was
dramatic! He cailed the Customs officer and said something
to him.

The Customs officer retwned and said in a friendly
tone, ‘Well, T suppose I had better look inside vour cases’.

I presented him with the typewritten lists and said,
‘Which oncs would vou like?’

He looked down the list. “This one with the personal
effects and this one with medical instruments.’

The cases were unbanded and 1 opened the first. He
looked at the clothes and books and said, *That’s all right’.

I opened the second. On the top ol the pile of surgical
instruments was a pair of plastev-cutting shears, a big instru-
ment with handles of steel about fificen inches long.

‘Medical instrument?’ he gqueried doubtfully.

Freda, who had been looking at something else, turned,
mistook the shears for a pair of bone shears and before [
could reply said, "Oh, ves, that is used for eutting bones’.

The Customs officer looked horrified, slammed the Lid
shut and that was the end of the examination. No duty
was levied and we were ushered out like VIPs.

With the Portlund equipment and that already at Asia
Plateau the medical centre was beginning 1o grow out of a
mere dispensary inte a place where most medical and sur-
gical p‘rocedurcs xccpt major surgery, could be done
except for one deficiency, we were inadequately equipped
{or general anaesthesia. A suction apparatus and an anaes-
thetic machine were needed so [ visited Bombay and went
from place 1o place hunting but found everything too costly.
A Bombay industrialist, on hearing about my search, found
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a suction pump not being used in his business and presented
i, This news in turn inspired a nurse in Fngland to pass on
L her nursing colleagues Asin Plateau’s need for anacsthetic
equipment. Shorily alterwards « chegue arrived which
enabled us to buy o well constructed Indian machine
giving us everything we needed. How grear an asser this
became will be obvious when T mention one of the Frst
amaesthetics whicn T ogave for one of the local doctors
with whom [ co-operated. He gave my anacsthetios und I
gave his.

He had a small theatre off his surgary and on this occa-
sion T was asked to give anaesthetics for tonsillectomy and
hydrocele operations while he assisted 2 visiting surgeon.
I did not have the an;},ﬁx{heé‘%c machine af this siage and
had to go back to the old rag and borde” open ether
which I §u{{ not used for voars, The tonsillec tomy paticnt
was & Syrian young man whose father, mother and family
were present while I did my precanaesthetic check, The
atmosphere was electric; every eye trumed on me and
following every movement and expression on my face. I
got the impression that [ had only 1o sav *noh” or “aah’ and
ralse my eyebrows and the whole family would have burst
ocut in opera. The patient, of course, conducted himself
with great bravery as belitred the centre of all this atien-
1301, Lélf‘}’? every time the theatre door had 1o be cpened
for any reason, there was a stampede outside 1o see what
Wils gOIng on.

Actually plenty did go on. In this dry climate ether
evaporates almost instantanecusly, and even alter thiopen-
tone induction, T could not get the patient deep enough to
insert an endoiracheal tube, nor could 1 risk 4 ﬂ**’z\;m?
without rebreathing facilities. Bventually, alter just about
looding the patient with ether T got a wube in, a euffed
one fmtun‘ziei} I was more than glad that 1 had brought
from Australia a4 couple of cuffed tubes, for when the
opcration got under way the foot- pumpﬂ‘? sucker refused
to work and the surgeon’s [oor lamp burnt all of us bhuw
left the tonsil fossae in davkness. AllT condd see was a large
puol of blood in the patient’s mouth which be would cor-
tainly have inhaled if T had used the Jocally supplied plain
Magill’s tubes. When the surgeon managed to get the ronsils
out and the bleeding stopped, I was immensely relieved.
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After this operation the bydrocele went smoothly;Thad not
given an ethyl chloride induction for years but it all came
back 1o me and this time 1 really poured on the ether, Adl
in all 3t was an interesting occasion and the surgeon
thanked me warmly [or my “very good anacsthetic’, which
is not at all how I would have described it

Another anaesthetic stovy is worth telling. This concerns
onc of our cutside workers, et us call him Mohan. One day
Mohan sar down, probably on a thom, and in consequence
developed an abscess on his seat. Such a revelation was not
revealed to me directly, it came by a more crcuitous
route, OQur Iriend turned up at the surgery one dav and
covly indicated, out of hearing of the nurse, that there
was sorething wrong with him in the appropriate site,
Since 1 knew little Murathi and he spoke no English there
was a distinet lack of communication. By the time an
interpreter had passed it on most ol the other patients in
the waiting room were awarc of the awlhul secret.

With the greatest reiuctance Mohan allowed me to
inspect about one square inch of his anatomy, but it was
enough for me to see that he had a large abscess which
would need incision under general anaesthesia.

If one reads any medico-legal textbook it will be clear
that the anacsthetist is under obhgation to explain to the
patient what sort of anaesthetic he proposes to give and
the risks mvolved. So says the book, but to get this across
to Mohan would bave been about as casy as cxplaming
10 me how to pilot a space capsule to the moon, so I did
not bother to try but just pushed a needle into a vein and
injected thiopentone, He went out like a light and I madea
leisurely incision and drainage ol a deep abscess. He was
uncommonly slow in coming round, reminding me that the
dose required to anaesthetise a lighrweight hali-fed Indian
is considerably less than the one I'was used to giving burly
well-fed Australiuns. We carried him out and parked him
on a coeuch where he slowly came round. He could not
understand what had happencd; he remembered being in
one room and now he was somewhere different and it was
all a mystery. When he came for dressing later he was still
slightly reluctant o Jet me dress the wound, on the {ollow-
ing day he had it ready without asking. A week or so later
his boss met him in the middle of the crowded spoits field
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and asked him how he was getting on. Without a second’s
hesitation he dropped his trousers and bent over o display
proudly the miracle area to the world at targe. Since then
none of ushas dared to enquire after his health.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN
On people, problems, and possibilities

Some vears ago, at Portand, an Indian quartermaster fell
from the deck of his ship on to the conerete wharf. He
suffered fractures of the pelvis, leg, arm and other injuries.
He was immediaiely sent by ambulance {for expert ortho-
paedic treatment at Ballarat. There, with pins through
various bones and traction applied through pullevs and
counier-weights, he lay for several months while his injuries
healed. In spite of visits from Indian speakers he became
increasingly morose. Then in the middie of one night there
was o tremendous series of crashes, Nurses vushed in and
found the patient cheerfully setting fire 1o all his traction
cords, and weights falhing all over the place.

Until I went to India this episode scemed to me merely
a personal reaction to homesickness, but there I lound that
to most Indians solitude is unendurable. Maony of my
travelled Indian friends were amazed at the sparsely filled
corridors at Heathrow, Tullamarine and other airports. To
them the muaelstrom of humanity at Bombay airport is the
normal thing. When Westerners arc appalled by the crowded
streets of Indian cities they do noi realise that this is how
Indians hke to live.

The individual matters little in Indian society, the family
is evervthing. 1 casually asked an Indian at dinner one
evening how many there were in his family.

‘About a bundred’, was his replyv!

If this seers large it was nothing compared with anather
Hamily’. Thappened to answer the felephone at Asia Platcau

155
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when a caller asked if he could bring his family to sec the
Centre.

‘Certainly’, T replied.

A few minutes later a procession of buses arrived and
400 people alighted — I know the number hecanse they
filled every seat in the 400 seat auditorium, Needless to
bd‘.’ this was not a family as we know it, but a clan. Yet all

he people in the party knew each other as well as being
: Ic;mtfd, so one of them nformed me.

The Indian jeint family has been one of the great stabit-
ising factors of India’s long march {rom the earliest civilisa-
tion of the Indus vailey settierpent.

In fact the word ‘Hindu’ or originally ‘Indu’ meant a
dweller in that arca rather than having a religicus connn-
tation. Over thousands ol vears, successive tides of con-
Guest have swept over the sub-continent und yeceded leay-
ing the rural dweller virtually unchanged. The centre of
slabmt\ was the family, with a hierarchy of authority
from the grand-parents down. There was, and largely is,
no central social welfare, There are no old age pensions or
sickness benefits, no unemployment benetits, no worker’s
compensation; though the beginnings of these are in sight.
The family as a wholc is responsible {or each member.

Marriages are arranged not on the basis of personal fecl-
ings but of sui‘rabili‘ay — as determined by the elders — and
it works well, Many eduecated and cultured Indian wives
have told me that th would net have it otherwise,

‘One could not trust feelings at that age;the old people
have more wisdom.’

deﬂ} size is determined largely by economics. The
care of aged parents devolves on the eldest son, though all
members assist..To have a wage-carning son in their old
age the parents must have on average six children, One will
dic bhefore the age of twelve months, another before five,
That will leave fowr childven of whom en average two will
he girls marrying into some other family. Of the rermaming
two hovs, one may be unemploved or incapacitated. So
although the family planning concept is growing, and
Familv Planning Centres are in nearly all Iarm, 'ﬂll&ges, a
marked reduction in population grouth is unlikely until
the economic problem is solved. India’s present population
15 700 million, and it 18 ncreasing by fowteen million



On people, problems and possibilities 155

every vear. Singapore demonstrares what can be done, In
this city-state the inhabitants enjoy the highest living
standard in Asia and they have reduced their population
increase rate to nearly zero.

In 1944 Pandit Jawaharial Nehru, undergoing his ninth
term of oprisonment for his part in India’s strugsle for
mdependence, described in vivid language the effect on
him of the sufferings of the masses throughout India:
“There was poverty and the innumerable progeny of poverty
everywhere, and the mark of the beast was on every lore-
head. Life had been crushed and distorted and made into a
thing ol evil, and many vices had flowed {rom this distor-
tion and continuous lack and cver-present insecurity. All
this was not pleasant to see, yet that was the basic reality
in India ... Their troubles were the same — poverty, debi,
vested interests, landiords, money lenders, heavy rents and
taxes, police harassment.’*

Running like a golden thread through the beliets of the
Indian Congress leaders, Nehru, Sirdar Patel, Menon, and
others was the conviction thai the withdrawal of British
forces and sovereignty would solve most of India’s prob-
lems. Mahatma Gandhi, though cqually adamant about
Indian independence, did not agree. He saw no point in
exchanging one kind of servitude for another, For India 1o
be truly free it needed not only political independence but
also a freedom of the spirit or satyagrahe (literally soul-
force” or ‘lovedforce’). This he ceasclesslv advocated by
word and deed. He knew, only too well, the comumunal
hatreds which lay below the surface of India and which
could burst into lile when the British restraining hand was
lifted. His influcnce was immense, it still is el ILT.
Mazumdar, writing in 1963 said, ‘Gandhi held up belore
all mankind the image of what cvery human being could
be; he held up before us all 3 mirvor reflecting the spiritual
heights all of us could reach. Subconsciously we all saw
in him our better self."*

Gandhi’s murder in 1948, just live months after the
country became independent, removed the greatest Indian
advocate of satvagreha, with horrendous consequences.
Pandit Nehru, first Prime Minisier of the new India, was an
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equally untiring leader but his goul was the industrialisation
of the couniry. By birth a Kashmiri Brahmin, the most
prestigious of aristocrats, yet a socialist by conviction and
an admirer of the Russian Revolution, though later a
strong critic of communism, he held no religious beliefs
{until near the close of his life when it is said he found a
faith in God). His favourite dictum was, “The modern
temples ol India are her steel mills’.

India industrislised rapidly. The Tata steel empire is one
of the world’s largest; India runs her own atomic power
plants; has designed her own space satellite; builds large
ships; sells diesel engines in Birmingham, the hub of the
British motor industry, and heavy machinery i the United
States. She is now the world’s tenth largest industrial
power. Nehru laid solid foundations with the co-operation
of Jamsetji Tata, Birla and other industrial giants.

Yet ... all is not well. James Grant, Executive Director
of UNICEF, in 1981 stated: ‘In India 10,000 children die
every dav as a result of undernourishment™®® In the same
year Mr Rajmohan Gandhi spoke of the realities of life in
his speech of acceptance of the 8ir Jehangir Ghandy Medal
for Industrial Peace, ‘Do not wnore, 1 urge you, the
thousands of voung men and women in our land who have
been driven by the facts of Indian life to a philesophy of
hate and violence. The logic of the faflure of communism
in country alter country will not cool the passion in their
hearts, a passion born of the realitics of poverty and death,
greed and indifference.’’

Dir Frank Buchman, the inftiater of Moral Re-Armament,
was no stranger (0 India®® and had met Mahatma Gandhi
several times and admired him. Once, after a stroll with the
Mahatma on the sands at Madras, he was asked about the
mecting, With a chuckle he replied, ‘It was like a walk with
Aristotle’. When he visited India for the last time in 1952,
among the wide cross-section of people he met were a
number of industrialists. Most of them had been impressed
by the work of MRA in other parts of the world, notably
in the post-war reconciliation of France and Germany. Yet
Buchman’ insistence that unless human nature were
changed on a massive scale there could be no hope for
India was a different matter. One textile magrate thought
this rather natve. Progress, in his view, would come through
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large scale industrialisation and political maturity.

Twenty years fater the industrialist had become disillu-
sioned. When he heard in 1973 that MRA had opened a
centre at Panchgam and was holding industrial seminars,*®
he sent one of his voungest and most successiul piant

managers to find out what was going on. At the manager’s
request he was also permitted to take with him a group of
militant rade union leaders from the mil,

The manager was ‘gripped’ (his own words) by the reality
ol what went on. He saw people of widely different races,
rcligions and social status all working together without
barriers. He heard stories of how change in people, particu-
larly in themselves, had brought aboui personal, family,
business and national change. He realised that he had been
mterested in none of these things. He had only two goals:
1o increase production in the lactory and to vise in the
promotion scalc; his workers were meorely means to these
ends and outside working hours he had not the slightest
interest in them or their conditions. This, he now realised
was wrong and he apologised to his men. e also told of
dishonesties in his work which he would have to put right
with the company. His workers were amazed, this was to
them a new manager. One after another of these militant
trade unionists got to his feet and revealed where he too
had been at [ault.

The manager returned to Bombay, told the whole story
te the Chalrman of his company and then started to visit
his workers in their hemes. What he saw horrified him.
Whole families living in one small room, men up to their
necks in debt to rapacicus moncey-lenders, malnutrition
among children, and drunkeness among despairing fathers,
A soctal welfare scheme was started by the company to
take over the workers” debts ar low interest rates. A well-
known Bombay paediatrician gave up one day cvery week
and recruited medical studenis who had been to Panchgani
to help him bring medical aid at no cost to these slum
dwellers.

A pew trust between management and labour grew up
in this mill and spread to other textile {actorics. Neither
waorkers nor management surrendered their points of view
but negotiations henceforth were carvied out in an atmos-
phere of trust on the basis of what was right rather than
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who was. Workers who had lived oblivious of the outside
world now began to think {or others and for their country.
The manager told me of one of his workers whose job was
1o oil the high speed automatic looms. Going through the
stock sheets he noticed that this man was indenting for
onlv half the quantity of lubricant which he im"mdﬁy
used. He became alarmed that damage might be done o
the machines and sumroned the man, one of those whe
had been to Panchgani.

Teli me,” the man’wm suid, “why are you not wsing as
much il as before?

‘Until I went to Panchgani,” replied the man, ‘T did not
bother how much oil T used. T used to slop it all over the
bearings and most of it dropped on to the [oor. Now I
realise that oil costs money, India needs money, so T doa’
waste it

One evening, on the opening night of an industrial
seminar, mv wife and [ had dinner with a worker from one
of the Bs:xmi}zzy factories, This man was a trained Marxist
agitator and had caused great {i'srﬁp‘finﬁ in his factory, All
through the meal he aired his view that all the ills in the
world were due to ‘the bosses’. If he had his way, he said,
he would line up all the bosses and shoot them.

‘As for this place,” he went on, ‘this is a vich man’s
paiace If MRA wants to de any guod you t",houiﬁ sell it
and give the money to the puoz m the viliages,

Neither of us argued with him and we parted alter the
meal, Two days later e publicly stated, ‘I have been think-
ing., If we did get vid ot the bosses who would we put in
their place? T can’t think of anyone, they ave all equally
crocked. Lcan see that i people did Hive by MR A’s standards
they would make good leaders.”

More was to [ollow, for a couple ol days Iater he told
the whole assembly: “This moerning something unusual
happened. Sonmething woke me at 430 am. As 1sat on the
edge of my bed a volce said clearly, “Laxman, you must
apologise to your uncle. Whatever he did to vou he s suill
your uncle and it is wrong to hate him.™”’

He then went on to explain that his father had died
when he was a child, and he had been brought up by an
uncle who had been cruel to him and had defraaded him
of his father’s inheritance. He ran away rom home and
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from then on had cwried a knife with the ntention of
killing his uncle when he got an opportunity.

‘After this seminar is over,” he said, ‘I am going to my
uncle’s village 1o apologise to him.” _

He did 50 and the uncle met him more than hall wayv;
the two of them became grest friends. When Laxman
returned to his Bombay factory he amazed his workmates
by the change in him. All the old bitterness had gone and
he went out of his way to help people.

Laxman was not the only would-be murderer, A Poona
worker startled hisaudience av one of the seminars by relat-
ing how he was planning a murder. His brother hud been
killed by a village bully when the worker was a voung lud.
From then on he had trained himsell and planned the pey-
fect murder and his plans were nearly completed. His con-
sutning hatred had alienated the dead man’s widow and
nearly destroyed his own muarviage; his children ran out of
the house when he returned from wark because they were
territied ol him. When he returned 1o Panchgani months
tater he told how this had all changed, family uniry and
care had been restored and he had found 2 more construe-
tive purpose in life.

The relevance of the “inner voice” came as a new concept
to many participating in the seminars and conflerences but
the results of its application were often profound. Mr Rayj-
mchan Gandhi expressed this clearly: *If the inner voice
enables us to have a less biased view of ourselves and
others, it also enlarges the area of owr concern. From my
income or profit or power or prestige, my concern steadily
grows to Include others, other groups, the country as a
whole and even places beyond its borders, until perhaps it
embraces the needs of the entive carth, Puny individuals,
bundles of corraptible impulses, daring to think for the
needs of the earth? Can anything be more absurd? Nothing
can be more relevent,’

In discussions at most of the industrial seminars ran the
thread of the poverty under which so many of these workers
live. I thought I had seen poverty in the stums of Australia
but that was a pale reflection of what exists in India. Not
for the Indian ihe social services and medical benefits
which we take for granted. Life Is precarious indeed as 1
found out.
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The wife of ene of our gurdeners consulted me one day
regarding her pregnancy, the first in this marriuge, and she
was an elderivy woman. By cusiom midwifery is still ex-
clusively women’s work so L sent her to the government
hospital. She was told 1o return when she was in labour.
We taok on her antenatal care and corrected her anacmia;
her pregnancy went nermally. When she was m abour ]
drove her down to the hospitad and Jeft her there. To my
surprise she was back in an howr or so telling us that she
had been sent awayv and told to return in a imm%ght All
that night she was in nercasing pain and by the morming
it was clear that she was m obcfrua;ifﬁci labour. She was
taken to a mission hmspimi some distance away where an
il‘ﬂpdct{,d face presentation was diagnosed and Cacsarian
section performed. The baby was a boy, which pleased the
parents immensely, and over the next year or so we watched
him grow up into a sturdy lictie fellow, playing about
while his father worked:; his mother whenever T mer her
was all smiles,

One day we saw her in the out-patient clinic. She looked
il and told us thar she had been losing blood for some
time but had been too shy to do anything about it. This
time she allowed me o examine her; the diagnosis was ali
too clear, an inoperable cancer of the cervix, She was given
deep Xeray treatment at Poona but we knew it could be
only palliative and we told her and her husband so. She
accepied it, but her concern was for the litde fellow; who
was going back to look after him as her relatives had cut
themseives off from her? We looked after her n her hwt
and as she gradually became weaker and bedridden we
brought her food and kept her more or less free (rom pain.
She ﬂmda‘zil\ wasted away and finally went into a coma
twelve hours before the Li'id she knew she was dving and
said good-bye and thanked us for our carc which aby 1ously
meant wuch to her.

I asked if I might be allowed to go to the cremation and
the hushand said he would like it. We bought her a new
green sarl, which is the traditional colour, and put on new
bangles. She was carried out of the hut, put on a hay and
hamboo stretcher with o white sheet on top icawn;{ her
{ace exposed while garlands were put round her, She locked
very peacelul though she was only a wasted shadow.
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All the other vorkers from the farm came in their work-
ing clothes and the little procession set out for the mile
long walk 1o the cremation place. It alfected me deeply
seeing these simple folk Liking their sister, in dignity, to
her last rest. Ac the cremation site they piled up wood,
then put her on top and gently put on more until she was
covered with Gmber. A Brahmin said and sang the ancient
Hindu ritual pravers, then they gave us all pieces of dried
cow-dung, We all walked round the pvre and put owr
picces on it, and then placed pewals from the garlands on
top. Someone poured on kerosene and set it alight and the
cremation was soon over. Compared to all the pomp and
ceremony (and sometimes hyvpocrisy) of our Western
tunerals, this earthy ceremony seemed very close to nature
and to life itself.

The small boy became a favourite with all the m;!rz'ird
women at the Centre and 15 probably the best Ted of all
the children there.

Space does not permit many morc case histories, hut
one had some anusual features which mav make it worth
mentioning.

Word reached vs one da3 that one of cw friends in
Panchgani had been Inpured v a motor-cvele accident and
was in hospital some miles away. We immedietely sent
Howers and get-well wishes and during the next few days
heurd that he was doing well, One Sun{mx morning a woek
or so later T had an urgent thoughi: *Go and visit DS his
morning’.

I took some flowers and drove to the hospital, only o
find bun wnattended 1na single room, apparently in 2
coma, Mystified, T seught information; the doctor was not
to be found but a nurse gave me the picture. Thrown on o
his head our friend was unconscious on admission but
came round and seemed well Tor a time, then relapsed into
a cona (zg‘am and had a fit just before T saw him. Al this
added up, in my visw, to only one conclision — haemor-
thage inside the skull I T waes right immediate operation
was reguired; but there seemed no sign of activity although
a gol ;é surgeon was resident there. No doubt, T thought,
he was making éiliﬁﬁé ments, 1 should have carried
further but decided that since he was not myv patient 1
should not interfere. I drove back to Asia Platean [eeling
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worried.

How s he? one of our nurses enquired.

Very il i]i; red. *Hthink be has an muracranial haemor-
vhage.’

‘What does Pr ... {the swrgeon) think about it?° she per-
sisted.

[did not see him’, I replied.

‘Don’t vou think vou had better ring him up? went on

HLY LGUISILOT.

1 did s, only te diseover that he had gone away Tor the
week-end, Within seconds T was on mv way back o the
hospital and there scught eat the doctor on dutv. T had
ditlicalty o convincing him, and the Medical ‘mpu inten-
dent, thar they had misdiagnosed the comdivion and tha
SUrgery was Uu?m‘s‘il' required. Eventually, thev became
alarmed and had the patient transferred (o a neure-surgical
spectalist Pm:m who confirmed the diagnosis, opened
the skull and checked o lirge haemorrhage, Todayv he 1s
perfectly well

So 1 went on, The daily round of cuts, coughs, infee-
tions, and the unprediceble emergency. I was my file and
Lfelr content, but it was nol Lo continue,

In 18979 we returned to Australia for owr eldest grand-
son’s wodding and our own golden wedding celebrations
with the lamily around us,

Not long aflterwards Freda became 101 and it wus cleay
that our time 1n India was over. I returned there for three
months 1o wind up our affairs and o see {h? start of the
new inedical clinic which we were bullding. A Malavsian
ladv doctor came along just at the %“wb% mf)mu;l and I
wus able with confidence to hand over 1o her,

Saving good-bye to all the workers was a sad occasion. 1
had shared in so many of their problems; they had so linile,
I had so much, vet they faced Iife with steady courage
while T was often Tearful, As with the Papuans lorty vears
previcusly, in many wavs | had learnt more lrom them
than they hud {rom me.

The Singapore Alrlines jet carried me smoothly and
swiftly into Singapore. Once again I marvelled at this
city-state. With no natural resources except the hard
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Golden wedding, replying to toast. Freda om my left, son-in-law John
and John Dermot behind.

work and ingenuity of its people, it had produced this
beautiful showplace of Asia. Kuala Lumpur [ollowed, then
 Melbourne.

Back at my old home town I put away my stethoscope
and let it be known to all and sundry that T had retired.
That was the theory, but somehow, somewhere, T have no
doubt thar someone will plead — ‘Doc, I feel crook’, and
once agaln, owl it will come,

Liennis Mayor
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Dr Berkeley Vaughan has had — is having — a colourful
life. Like many country doctors in Australia he is also a
colourful character, and a gifted story teller and writer.

Medical anecdotes, funny situations and bizarre stories
with a moral in-built abound in this entertaining book.
“Berke” comes across as a very warm person who both
understands and loves human beings, “warts and all”’. We
follow his career somewhat breathlessly after its turbulent
beginning (told in Doctor in Papua) as an Australian family
doctor, Quarantine Officer, medical detective, pilot, ship’s
surgeon and so on.

At about the time that most doctors are thinking of
hanging up their stethoscope, Berke and his wonderful wife,
Freda, sold up their belongings and went on yet another
remarkable adventure, this time to India. He tells of their
intriguing experiences among the highest and lowest of that
land with the same mixture of zest and wisdom.

As another doctor who has followed his profession in
unusual places, though in the halls of learning rather than
the field, I enjoyed every page of this delightful book;
because really it happened to Berke how I thought my
own life would have turned out, but didn't. I wonder if
other readers will feel the same? Well, read it, and find
out ...

David Allbrook

PhD(Lond), MB, BS(Lond),
MRCS(Eng), LRCP(Lond)

Professor of Anatomy & Human Biology
University of Western Australia



